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PREFACE- 



The facts and motives of the Gowrie Conspiracy, 
though still very obscure, seem finally to have taken 
their place in History in the following shape : 

In the autumn of 1600, the news spread through 
Scotland, that John Earl of Gowrie, who had been 
restored to the honours of his family, (forfeited by 
the Raid of Ruthven,) and Alexander, his brother, 
had been slain in their castle at Perth, in an attempt 
to murder, or seize the king. Many incidents were 
related by that most false and contemptible of mo- 
narchs, so strange and improbable, that for a long 
time the whole story was discredited, and the 
slaughter of the young men attributed to the 
personal or political animosity of the court. But 
many years after the deed was done — after a form 
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of thanksgiving had been gone through on each 
anniversary fifth of August, for his majesty's provi- 
dential escape— for whicli nobody was grateful — from 
a plot, — in which nobody believed — certain disco- 
veries were made in the repositories of a humble 
participator of the conspiracy, which confirmed 
James's narrative in many respects, though they 
still left the motives as unaccounted for as before. 

It appeared, that shortly after the execution of 
Earl Gowrie, in 1584, the widowed countess retired 
to the estates of her brother-in-law. Lord Athole, 
and there endeavoured to impart a portion of her 
own wild feelings of revenge and hatred to her 
children^ — the two young men already mentioned, — 
and hei; daughter Beatrix. Her constant brooding over 
her wrongs and the extreme solitude of her situation, 
worked on her excitable disposition to such a degree, 

m 

that she entered into all the superstitions of the 
Highlands, and became a seer of visions, and 
dreamer of dreams. 

The young men left her to pursue their studies. 
John, the eldest, proceeded at fifteen or sixteen years 
of age, to Padua, where he distinguished himself so 
much, that soon after he attained his majority, he 
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was elected rector of the university. During this 
foreign residence, he was confirmed in his strong 
religious feelings, by his intimacy with Beza, and 
the other German reformers ; and, his zeal was 
fiirther strengthened by the favour shown him by 
Elizabeth, and the court of England, when he 
passed through London on his return from abroad, 
in the Spring of 1600. It is not improbable that 
Cecil made use of the opportunity of their inter- 
views, to win him over to the English or Reforining 
interest, in opposition to the French or Roman 
Catholic, Whether he was brought over at that 
time. to the scheme, which, it is well known, was 
often entertained in Elizabeth's reign, of seizing 
tjie person of James, thqre is no means of judging; 

but there can scarcely be a doubt, that about this 

,1 

period he entered, at all events, so far into tlie En- 
glish views, as to see the necessity of putting a 
restraint on the king's high monarchical principles, 
which ran directly counter to the liberties of the 
then nascent Kirk. 

From . the manuscripts already alluded to, which 
were discovered in 1609, it appears, that a main, 
though secret, leader in these transactions, was 
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Rabq^jt^giaja pf Bi^talrig, . the ri^pr^eg^fiv^j j)f , 
Ofle i^e oldest knightly families in Sc0lf|p.Ui^,^d 
eyjd^tly a man of great talents and influjence,^ 
Ilk letters prove that the Gowrie family were the 
priacipaljparties concerned in the cpnspiraqy^ unless 
w^ expepjtj thp mysterious '' Right Hpi^ofir^ble/' .tot 
Mrhp!t» ,he,3p ofljep,; Eludes, and wh,Qift ; ^Q.^h^tprjica][ 
inquiry hftgf yet beeci, .able to ascertaiiju ., .-^^ .... , 

^f>yh^j;^he.;pl^ t^^l.*^^ conspirators, w^e.ar- . 
ragged, yo^ung Ale^P4^r was fiiced on to.hri^g thfii 
king within their power. He worked qn ^Jaipes'Sj 
avarice, by shqvjdng ihjm a small pot of gpj^, fWhj9p,.j 

they were hunting together a|: F^lklaj^d, j^e^p Pert^i > 

. . . . . ^ 

— per^u^de^ • him to.laaye his tr^ijx^^n^v^eizgi mi 
th^ pretended j emiss^^py^ . frqm whpm , iJi^e^ ,1[|e^ure . 
had been . obtain^^ j^^d ,:^]xo ^ wa3 ,ifaid,itq be in 
possei^sion of more, j3?hp.,]fiii!ig wgus r by 

Lord Gowriej at J^^thvea CastJ^j; J^d through a 
long suite of rponufs^ by Alexander, and at last con- 
ducted into a chara,ber^ wl^^r.e, stood a man in 

> 

armour, who never ^mov^ hwdi fl^ foot? Alex- 
ander laid hand* on; th^ J^inygjt a§s^ii^ hUn qf^per- , 
sopal safety >t^th6gf^m^^i(n§,> jijl^^ hud i 

forced his way to thes wipdQW. . t,He <5allqd to his 
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tki?/'ttfi6'^'Ha<iWg''d!)ser^eitf 'Wff abseiice flotti th^ 
^iSM^^Mf Had' come to his assiktiircfe alJ the 
vB¥f %&Ii' tff'ttme— a strange coincidence, if tinde. 
si§y^;— s'e^ei-ai of them rushed up the stairs,—* 
p^^TiL^f t^Jtttoi Kamsay— stabbed yomig Ateaandie*! 
wMUe ^^it^ugfeiirig with the Icing. ;^he ' then sud^ 
c^fe«Ka''itf's<!i'6bitig the Earl ofGttwHe, \^ho'4ilsheff 
to the rescue of his brothef ; ' biit 'v^Kof ' nibift iiri«ii»i ^ 
coiifatJlW^ had remained almost passive^ ' ^hi!6 ' tliis 
trkgedf ^' gdiiig 6ri ; atid ' i^Ireii e^r^ pr^citiiBolifi • 

♦ 

hlid'bfek'takew for th^ sjtffety 'of the kitJg, Wi'- 
mlij'iStfy toed ' bacTc to Falkland,- *tid gai^ orders 
{(^W'ieMm m • ift tllaiikfmto' f(* his esck^6: 

«WKetf^^lfe lett^W ' of Restalt^i^' ^aM il^e ' Wate he 
h«J"ili(»lhe^'^ot"Wetfe 'disWovOTted; ' Jiatoi W #as safely 
seftiedftri'ihiiSfi^ish thtlc/he ; and ^^hfe ' ccy^pimtoi-, to 
allip^eikhtfe, btfyo»d''liis i^Ach,— for'he wapiti the 
gr&vk-"'Bk,''h|y 1;hy'S<^otti^«''IaMr,'a foifeittite of 
a ifflLii**' - Estate! 'could n()t4ak6' eflect without the 
p^feoft^^ifeoApeatkilce bf the culpieit. James, though 
traj^l^ed ti^ttie liand of Promise, could not for^o 
tht?9^i3as«f«|{Q»f'idf a' few aici'bs' in the wilderness. 
TiitibQAii^^iBffTthoKii-aitor ^ere dtig tip and placed 
wH*f Wgi(I''^t>p*ilety*«4he b** of the Court of 
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Session; sentence of condemnation passed; the 
lands escheated to the crown ; the family of the 
Logans scattered, and any one that bore the name, 
declared out of the protection of the law. 

Whether this is a fit subject for dramatic treat- 
ment, I am no judge ; but it will be seen that I 
have followed the historical narrative with very 
little alteration. The principal change is the in- 
troduction and fate of Restalrig and the creation 
of his daughter. I have also transferred to Lord 
Gowrie the love of the Queen and the jealousy 
of James, which rose in reality towards his younger 

brother. 

If* 
As no one has yet found a solution for the appa- 
rent contradictions in James's adventures at Ruth- 
ven, I have adopted an idea, at one time strongly 
entertained, of a counterplot against the Gowries ; 
and I have added a qualm of conscience in the 
chivalrous young earl, which kept him froni carrying 
through the enterprise after it was begun. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



KING JAMES THE SIXTH OF SCOTLAND. 

JOHN RUTHVEN, Earl of Gowrie. 

ALEXANDER, his brother; a youth of Sixteen, 

ROBERT LOGAN, of Restalrig. 

DONALD, or LAIRD BOWER, a dependant of Restalrig. 

SIR JOHN AYLIFFE, English Envoy. 

SIR JOHN HAMS AY , a favourite of James. 

DON GOMEZ, a Spanish Envoy. 

CRAWFORD. 

MORTON. 

BUCCLEUCH. 

CESSFORD. 

Nobles, Courtiers, Citiiens, Soldiers, Ifc. 

ANNE OF DENMARK, Omen of Scots. 
COUNTESS OF GOWRIE, the EarFs Mother. 
LADY BEATRIX RUTHVEN, Am Suter. 
CATHERINE LOGAN, Restalrig's Daughter. 

Ladies of the Court. 



Date 1600. 



THE EARL OF GOWRIE. 



A traop:i)v. 



ACT L— SCENE FIRST. 

^he Hall at Fast Castle y a large ^ dimly -lighted roomy with antiqvn 
furniture^ and the remaiiis of former magnificence, 

BOWER. 

A bittef night ! I've paced the Bartizan 
These three hours, and no sign of visitors. 
There's not a star in heaven. I think the stars 
Like not the lowland skies ; in Badenoch 
They're out in myriads, looking down well pleased 
On hills and heather ; — but they shut their eyes 
On these dull plains and this vexed, angry sea. 
Humph !-— n* I were a star I'd do the same. 
I know that thinking's not my trade, and yet 
I can't help thinking. All these messengers 
That come so stealthily can bode no good. 
They're English, too ; as if these lowlanders 
Weren't bad enough, he must have Englishmen. 
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Tis shameful, and I'd teU the Laird of it 

If he were not jo hasty. I would, tell him . ,. , .^ ^^^ . v 

My mind— .. . " ... V.\ .;.,,•,, a 

RESTALRIG. . *: i '^r ^ 

(Who has entered vnptrctived J a$id d^i^ kU $himl^ - 

-Out wifli it, man, I did not know ' 

You had a mind. 

BOWER. 



Ypu've known I had a dirkj tbMgU. 



..-'■.) 






RESTALRIG. 

A good and true one ; I may call for it 

Again ere liof^n fiu|tliagte yo«,^lquihting Garle^ '^'' ' ' 

They're at thp draff l)Wdg«V^tii^i«t^e<Mtt^^ - --' ' - ^ ' - 

To keep our vi^jilaisoiMtteidi^llfe^ors^ - • * ^ '^ 

Insuch,a-»ight;^o(2 -nc^ ^ .*^.'-. ::.^o ,v-,. ,:•- ^--'f 

:. * u v:^^j^ ! ^yg^ j^jj^j ^jijj g^^jjj j^ jjj^jj 

To welcome them ; it's a sad change, says Bower. 

[EnV Bower. 

^ ^RESTAliRIG. 

That man's a walking homily, a sermon 
On prudence and repentance, a memento 
That life is changeful, and that wealth has wings 
To fly away with. But I'lLtfliaoJi y^,-I).oiiaU, - ^f^; 
It may re-trim its {uoiogs, .aiid-cqi)iupi<))|iek: ii ;■ , .v . 
Cooing and twitte^g tp it^ gol4pi|i|l0st,,£^.iu. .^r:^ \: ^' 
Covered with gj^udier feathers than before*. *; l 

God save the Queen of England! j.-i r: ^ ■'.:. . ii 

[Ewfer Sir John AyUff^ and hi$ Secretary asjiwn ^a^ 
ioumetff conducted by Botaeti^.mrl :i :; ; i'fi^ "^*s "S 
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V 



Sir John Ayliffe, 
You make my poor hall rich to see you in it. 
And you, Sir, pray be seated. Wine here, Donald. 
And put a log upon the hearth— a tree ! 
Let'fr i^dw these English gentlemen we contrive 
In this wild north to keep the cold <^: quick, Sir. 

. ^ . •• ■ 

AYLIFFB, 

Good Mister Logan, we are much beholden — 

RESTALRIO, 

Beholden !<-^ot a bit. What! have you ridden ^ 

Through the cold darkness all thjs weary way,' 

And shall we not bestow <^ you a welcome, 

Poor though it be, still hearty ? Some score years 

Or so agone, 'twould ha' been different Come, Sirs, 

Be seated. [They sit down. 

AYLIFPB. 

This late r]dipg;j[]^ke8 your kindness 
Twice welcome. Your Scotch roads are somewhat rough. 

RESTALRIG. 

Oh ! we're all rough together — ^roads and men. 

Time was, when both werie rather dangerous 

For English bones. But now, we're getting tamed. Sir, 

Partly by your example. You of the South 

Have great advantages — ^you have a court. Sir, 

To soften yod ; a gdatle beauteous gueen — a^l^! 

Pray keep your hat on. ^^\ 
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AYLIFFE. 



No, Sir ! at that name. 
Though on a wild hill in Siberia 
Fd make my reverence. 

RESTALRIG, 

You'd catch cold, man, thqre, 

« • « • 

And as for me, Pd not have a day's snufBe ; 
No, not a sneeze for all the queens in, Ejirope, 

AYLIFFE. 

You're merry, Sir, 

RESTALRIG. 

Why should I not be merry ? 
I'm a wild, thoughtless fellow. Why should care 
Sit heavy on a heart that knows no guile ? 
Let us be gay. Sir John. If that my voice 
Were not a little crack'd by singing psalms 
In a damp kirk on Sundays, I'd adventure 
A stave should set you laughing. Vive la joie ; 
More wine here ! Come, come. 



AYLIFFE. 



Pardon, Master Logan ! 
'Twas not to pass the wine cup, or to listen 
To laughing songs, or the wild wantonness 
Of Bacchanal talk that I came hither. 
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RE3TAJ^RIG. 

No? 
Then, by my soul, Pm much discomforted 
To think how you'll be disappointed. Zounds ! 
Think you I know no better, good Sir John, 
•Than to look grave, and wink with ominous eyes. 
And shake my head, when friends are gathered round me ? 
Come, fill your glass up. ;And your friend. Sir John ? 

AYLIFFE. 

He is my Secretary, Sir — a scholar — 
Shall speak you half an hour in Latin. 

RESTALRIG. 

OJi! 

For grace ! If he would give me but a taste, 

Say for five iQinutes or so, and speak plain English 

'Twould please me more. I knew Buchanan, Sir, 

A grim, jsour Latin-:'minded .pedagogue, 

But mirthful too. *Twas strange to see him grin 

When from his deep set eyes, so formal-dull — 

And bis prim lips, broke some great flash of humour. 

Lighting his face up, then relapsing black 

And cold, and dim into his learned calm 

Once more. He was a rare one, George Buchanan, 

And such a handler of the rod ! Our king: 

Owes much to George. ,There's not a syllogism 

He ca.n't. unriddle; .and fpr his scholarship. 

You i^hould have heard him teach the Florence Envoy 

The tru6, Italian acpei^t ! 



i 



TJIE BARL OP GOWRIE. 

. AYLIFFE* ': Jiicis- 5*!i'''W woV-l 



Your King James 
Is a deep student as I've heard. 






:r- 1 ^<?:CiUi 



RE8TALRI0. 

The Baltic 
Is not so de§p,3 JHejihows a genius too 
For drinking; and he.faijits the deer, and htfwkii/^ - ^ ' - 
And tends his hcmorpdhieinEi^^lnive be^ a^^tooitf/ Sfej -'^ ' 
And so no wonder li^f "Ap^bYBai^Jcing ;— ^ ' *iv^ f :;^l:;c5 
His health, Sir! 

AYLIFFE. ?ldu':i? oc; i^iaii^ ,0-: 

Master Logan^t ^!^^a wag ; 
Time presses, we must have some serious talk. 

REStALRIG* ■ , rj A 1 

I hate it. ^«^s.be hap^, , J^cijiftlji Pp^ ^i^ o:. j>i.t r. i 
Take this young gaI||gblio,t^^l9gVj nci*^^, amr sFJnt toY 
He seems to feel the C9ld..,,,-j^^, ;:.;:i.::ji .; j;. m/// oner? bo A 

■ictii uj:,-y !/.r... j>i:ii; ..wn;iJ •;: no r'i.niy'A oJirl 

Comeithi8^w»y'tt(^.--'-'-^^ >''-.; "■■^^■■■''^•^ ■'-^■^ 
I think the Devil's in tfaei iAiidto^idghl^'^ 'io.'O a ; ; > • fi /* 

His young blood chills, Sir 3^olm.'^ ^ ^ <|, 

[ITe locks the door, and alttrs hif tme^ 






,'."^^ 
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What bring you, Sir, 
Now we're alone ? I thought you ne*er would come '^ 
Come, quick ; to business. 

AYLIFFE. 

Your reception. Sir— 

Irestalrig, 

I know, I know. — ^S'dea A, do you think IM show ' ^ ' 
like a dq^iJ^^teg^itsonsfritatDf and^^k nr : - j^ v o > ^ 

Woi|||9 t;|iy|^ jpay imke me:)c«aiiiAto^itibe «e«i >^^^ - ' -" ^^^^^^^ 
Before a witness 1= lft:jtlle4)laIt^i(ppr0v«id 1--b.7jy^ ; n : t ■ 



r *m ^ 



1.^ • 



oU :.• 



AYLIFFE. 

No, there be doubts. , t: "si ./; » 

.S^^ restalrigS^ '^^'-■'^ 

-iki aL-^r^ji o::^o. :Ti.£i ;;^:■x 6W .cog-..-. 
I knew there would be doubts. 

And palterings, and shufflings^ a|vd.46l&ys* 

I tell you *tis enough to tempt a man 

To take to the pettriot's iikde in right good e&mest. 

You trifle with us ^ - Ydu'yea and tliy, • f ""' ' 

And stand with calculating selfishness- 

Like fishers on a bank, and cast your lines. 

And hook, and play, and drag on shore, and torture. 

And laugh perhaps,— rJby heaven, I think you laugh 

When* your poor victftn&i^wdtbe in dying pangs. 

And |i|CJftj4^r gilll. jtg tb^supshine J Mark me, sir, 

YouVe play'd the game too long. There are good spears 

And yellow gold in Brussf^ u^^ ^^ ^^^ 

Base Indians to cry cravei|^at |l beck 

From Queen or Treasurer. , Therc^ be miBsives come 
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AYLIFrE. 

You lose temper, master Logan. 

RESTALRIG. 

Temper ? I would that greater men than I 
Loi^ temper. 

AYJLIFFE. 

My most gracious sovereign Lady — ^ 

RESTALRIG. 

Has spotless hands ! Oh, not a touch of redness 



To mar the lustre of that virgin snow. — 

A gentle Queen ! — Methinks Pve heard a voice 

Sound from below a velvet canopy 

In a large hall, like this, at Fotheringay, 

That said she was too merciful, a great fault 

In kings. 'S'death, do you think, you Englishmen, 

We have no Scottish blood left ? that it all 

Ran out with the red stream that left more pale 

The white discrowned lily, that was o1ice 

The proudest flower in France, the loveliest ever 

That grew on Scottish ground ? I tell you, friend. 

We are willing to do your queen a courtesy-^ 

But we know where to stop. 

AYLIFFE. 

I pray you, Sir, " 
Be not so rash. I bear an overture 
From the wise Treasurer. 
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RESTALRIG, 



'Tis a tempting name, 
The treasurer. 'Tis derived from treasure, if 
I err not ; treasurer, from treasure, aye : 
But we want more than etymologies. 



AYLIFFE. 

I know not if the message may be sped 
To other than the Lord I'm envoyed to — 

RESTALRIG. 

You're envoyed to ? and envoyed to a Lord ? 
If you're an envoy, 'tis to our Lord the king. 
If you have ought to say, — perchance left out 
In your instructions, but with secret care 
Whispered, winked, nodded, anything but said — 
You see I know the wise Lord Treasurer — 
Why, 'tis to w€, plain Laird of Restalrig, 
And to no ruffling lordling of them all 
You must lay ope your budget. 

AYLIFFE. 

The Lord Treasurer 
Has had some distant inklings of your project. 
But nothing sure ; — you must be open with him — 

RESTALRIG. 

And play the braggart with my tongue, while he 
Turns up his eyes to heaven ? Hear me, Sir John. 

c 
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I've had some old experience in this sort 
And can look up to heaven, as well as another 
And snuffle through the nose ; I've done't^ ere now. 
As master Knox could witness ; — Silly girls 
And crop-eared priests are softened by such arts : 
But when I've dealt with men, ^twas as a man, 
Openly, boldly ; 'twould ha* been better for me 
To have been less bold, less open ; — but 'tis past. 
If I loqked up to Heaven it was to see 
The clear blue sky, and look no more upon 
This wearying earth, and base unthankful aims. 
And many times I've wished that I had never 
Turned my poor eyes to this bleak earth again ! — 
But I ne'er played the cozener, and cast up 
My sanctimonious visage to the clouds. 
While, with a corner of my twisted eye, 
I saw the earth grow black beneath the shadow 
Of a great crime of which I was the father. 
Tell the Lord Treasurer, when I ride in flood, 
I must be chooser of my horse. You come 
To make your overtures. Speak on. I listen. 

AYLIFFE, 

Pardon me, master Logan, 'twas but now 

You talked of Brussell's spears and Spanish gold. 

RESTALRIG. 

And pleasant things to talk of, good Sir John ; 
Though pleasanter by far to handle both. 

AYLIFFE. 

I've heard there have been Spaniards in the court? 
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RESTALRI6. 

Aye,-— famous whiskered fellows, yellow faced, 
You'd swear they fed upon doubloons. King James 
Grows hungry for such food. 

AYLIFFE. 

Is't SO indeed ? 

RESTALRIG. 

Aye truly. And a smug faced Jesuit, 
And a proud Monsignore, fresh from Rome, 
Have held deep talk at Holy rood. 

AYLIFFE. 

From Rome ! 

RESTALRIG. 

True. The old man, beneath the triple crown, 
Has brains in all of them. 

AYLIFFE. 

And heard you aught 
Of their discoursing ? 

RESTALRIG. 

Faith, I'm no great scholar 
And took no heed of some of it, — of Greek 
And syntax, premises and syllogisms, 



12 THE EARL OF GOWRIE. 

Nor of infallible decrees, nor Trent ; 
But this I heard and treasured. Let King James 
Toss up his bonnet for the Pope, 'twill fall 
Filled with two million golden ducats. 

AYLIFFE. 

Ha! 
Is't so in truth ? 

RESTALRIG, 

Aye. Let him hang Mess John 
Upon the steeple of the kirk, and lift 
The Scottish banner southward of the Tweed, 
Northumberland will shake beneath the tread 
Of twenty thousand Scotsmen, feed by Philip 
Your good Queen's brother. 



In earnest ? 



AYLIFFE. 

And thinks James they mean it 

RESTALRIG. 



They do mean it, in good earnest ; 
I know the messenger. 

AYLIFFE. 

You know the messenger ! 

RESTALRIG. 

Intimate well — we slept in the same tent 
When we first fought the Flemish heretics— 
Psha! — ^'tis my way of speech ; the Flemish saints. 
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AYLIFFE. 

And you have seen him ? 

RESTALRIG. 

Seen him, heard him, touched him. 
A man of real flesh and blood and bones. 
With a true tongue, deep purse, and open hand. 

AYLIFFE. 

What makes he here in Scotland ? Does the king 
Receive him kindly ? Speak to him apart ? 
What is his age ? how looks he ? is he fair ? 
Winsome ? a gallant ? does he please the king ? 

RESTALRIG. 

As water *mid the desert ; — as a feast 
To hungry wolves ; as land to shipwrecked men ; 
As one who offers youth, and flashing eyes. 
And rosy cheeks to some old withered crone. 
Have I not told you how he pleases James ? 
Why, half the sum he talks of would tmnsform 
The blubbered Ethiop to Apollo. Think — 
Two million ducats to a Scottish king ! 

AYLIFFE. 

You jest with me. I pray you be composed ; 
The mattet's weighty ; we must see to it. 
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RESTALRIG. 

Oh ! and a score Italians, at the least, 

All pursed and paternostered. In the north 

Huntly is up, and wears a rosary 

By way of baldric, 'twill have bloody beads 

Ere long ; and Errol champs beneath the bit, 

And paws, as at Glenlivat, when he chained 

The Islesmen and Ai'gyle. James is well backed. 

If he had only heart to play the game. — 

Spain, Italy, the Empire. 'Tis a stake 

Worth^casting for. 

AYLIFFE. 

He dares not. 

RESTALRIG. 

He dares nothing, 
He's but a pipe for bolder breath to blow, — 
And let me tell you, he may yet be made 
A trumpet of, to scare the drowsy deer 
'Neath the broad trees in Greenwich. 

AYLIFFE. 

They are not 
So easily scared. ThyVe heard a louder blast 
Than James can blow. 

RESTALRIG. 

They have a potent voice — 
Two million Ducats. 
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• AYLIFFE. 

Lurks the messenger^ 
The Spaniard, still in Edinbui^h ? 

RESTALRIG. 

Lurks ? 
Lurks quotha? why he lives at Holyrood, 
Rides the king's horses^ hunts with the king's dogs. 
Drinks the king's wine, and walks with the king's wife ; 
He lurks not. The Tron Kirk lurks more than he. 

AYLIFFE. 

Tis bold ; 'tis very bold. 

RESTALRIG. 

I tell you, Sir, 
There be more Arrans and more Lennoxes 
In Scottish ground than you in England wot of. 
James must be led, like a blind Gaberlunzie, 
Following a string held by some strong-tooth 'd dog ; 
Now who's to find the dog, England or Spain ? 

AYLIFFE. 

Ah ! Master Logan, what if the dog prove false ? 

RESTALRIG. 

Shoot him, and find another. Lennox died, 
Arran is slain. 

AYLIFFE. 

Is the door bolted ? 
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RESTALRIG. 
Aye. 

AYUFFE, 

Were it not better to cut short the string 
And keep the gabet — gaber — 

RESTALRIG. 

Gaberlunzie, 
Tis a Scotch word. 

AYLIFFE. 

In some safe lodging ? 

RESTALRIG. 

Now 
You're speaking to the point : safe lodging ; yes. 

AYLIFFE. 
In England he could — 

RESTALRIG. 

Find not what we want — 
Safe lodging — ^recollect the word — 'twas safe. 

AYLIFFE. 

Oh ! I would have it so. 

RESTALRIG. 

It shall be so. 
And so, he leaves not Scotland 
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♦ AYLIFFE. 

If he's but 
In friendly hands, what boots it? 

RESTALRI6. 

Friendly hands ! 
Oh ! friendly— very. But the Treasurer? 

AYLIFFE. 

Hush ! — no one hears us ? 

RESTALR16. 

Not a mouse. 

AYLIFFE, 

He sends 
Ten thousand crowns a month to pay his lodging, 

RSSTALRI6. 

A goodly board ! We'll treat him like a Ving. 

AYLIFFE. 

You did not talk of kings. 

RESTALRI6. 

"fwafe but a word; 
I spoke in jest. 

AYLIFFE. 

Twas of a gaber— gaber — 
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RBSTALRIG. ^ 

A Gaberlunzie. — Give me your hand, Sir John, 
We know each other. 

ATUFFE. 

^e said nought of kings. 

xi£STALRI6. 

y^ou'U bave auuLiier magnum. Ho ! Laird Bower ! 
Where are you, squint-eyed blockhead ? 

ATUFFE. 



v.-^ - ' ' -- — 



Not a drop. 



Will't please you s^eqi^^^f^g^r? Catherine! ho! 
She'll hear my voice, I warrant. Catherine ! Catherine ! 

CATHERINE {entering) 

I'm coming, but I canoqt bear to come^-* 
What is't you want f'Quick, quick— -I would go back. 

.:-■; t-^ [■.- s'6 ■■^'^'T;. ' .' ' '•" ■ ■ • • ■ -'■ • ■ 
RBSTALRIG. ,^. i 

My playful Kate ! my merry litUe Catherine, 
This is my English friend, good Sir Johi^ AyUffe. 
You'll give him welcome, Itate. 

CATHERINE. 

I did not Iknow 
iVly father had a stranger with him. 
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Madam^ . » ; 

As little did I dream to encounter here 
Bright eyes like yours ! I should have naid mv court 
In fi*l»<»r kind, had I ^"^^ — 

CATHERINE. 

I thank you, Si»- 
My father's friends are ever welcome 

AYLIFFB. o4»>V 

J . ... 

Are they'? 
Then I rejoice that I'm your father's friend. 
I would be welcomed ever hv ^ir.h smiles^ 
Such honied word? 

CATBERIl^' 

I thiai^k you, Sin 

\YLIPPE. 

Sueh lips 
Were made for gentle courtesies. I trust ^ 

They^re not doomed ever to such solitude 
As this ; thiey're worthy of a happier fate 
Than to say welcome to such ^rey haired pil^rim^^ 
A« f am. 



'1 



? -J 






CATH^blNE. 
Thank vou. Sir. 

AYLIFFB. 

But age itself 
Forgets its coldness in such sunny presen^'^ 
lake morning frosts in Mav. 
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ATHEBINE. 

I thank you, Sir. 

RESTALRIQ. 

I pray you to remember, good Sir John, 

My Kate is but a little country girl. 

Unused to courtier's speeches. Since she was 

A child, some few years back, she has lived with me 

On this wild crag, and though I say it, Sir John, 

A sweeter flower ne'er grew on the rough rock 

Than my poor Kate, 



*.. "f III! ' I J- 



I do believe it, Sir^ 

But 'tis a shame to keep so sweet a rose 

For your own soldc'e^bnly. 



'"irf'^ii 



Oh ! such roses. . / 
As my poor Catheri»>A yiffpr in transplanting. 
'Tis better as it is. '>i>''" ^ ** 

Come, let her choose— 
I know a place, fair lady^ where your eyes 
Would work sad havoc among faithful hearts ; 
Where every look would gain a worshipper ! 
If you were at our Southron court an hour 
You'd have an army of adorers round you. 
Say, would you leave this desolate wilderness 
And reign o'er liappier and inore loving subjects 
Than our great Queen? 






' ( 
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CATHERINE. 

And leave mv father^ Sir ? 
Leave my calm home, my birds, my garden flowers ? 
No, no, dear father ! let me ever be 
Beside you, ever be your friend, your child ! 
I will not leave my father. 

AYLIFFE. 

« 

Aye, but if 
He goes along with you ! 

CATHERINE. 

He will not go ! 
Father you will not go? Some while agone . 
I might have wished to move : but now, this liall, 
The rock, the sea, the crumbling turrets, all 
Are grown so beautiful! I 'woiild' Aot leave them : 
Let us stay herer > 

RESTALRIO. . j, ., .,, . , , 

You flee, Sir John, your arts 
Have little power. ■ i . \ 

AYLIFFE. '""^ 

I guess some other pleader 
Has won the cause. 

RESTALRIO. 

Faith, two or three I think. 
Have prejudiced the jury— Innocence, 
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And sweet Contentment, and trae Tenderaess 
For an old man, who does not merit half 
The love she bears him, but by loving her 
Better than all the world* You shall not go. 
This gentleman, but spoke to try you, Kate. 



*t 



\ 



CATHERINE. 



y'i > 



I hope you only spoke to try me, p'^ , j ., .^ y tt nq y V 

But you did frighten me. 

AYWFFB. 

la this old dastk . .xujiai 

iitol iixsriT 



So very gay a residence t 



. ^ t -.r ■• ^• 



...iO.LJt 



CATHBRINB. 



Tis ga>. 

Oh ! very gay — 'tis such a happy place 
Since John and Alexander cnamer ! I think 
I never laughed so myoK 



« .V* - * 



AYLIFFE. 



i'_ njOy 3j4uc*' 



Oh! cryyojimerev! .,.,,, : a.! 
I see it now. Are these the oirds and flowery ^ I 

You cannot part from ? . i . ^. ^q 

RESTALRIG. , _ . ^tiii,srdi(' 

They are friends of ours, 
Since tiiey were children. They and Catherine 
Are of u age or nearly so. 
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JATHERINE. 

Such things 
John tells of Padua and Italian men ! 
And I and Alexander sit and listen ; 
^Tis like a fairy tale. 

AYUFFB. 

Of Padua, said you, 
My pretty maid ?[^ 

CATHERINE. 

I said of P&dua, sir ; 
'Tis fiur away, but John was there &v^ years^ 
And read such books — and yet you'd never think 
He was a scholar ; he has no stupid looks, 
No di£5icult words ; you're fesiSMe like a scholar 
Than John. 

AYLIFFJB. 

i own the compliment. Is't long 
Since you discovered your friend's scholarship 

CATHERINE. 

, ' ^ . ' . • ' 

Three weeks ago he came to Fastcastle* 
It was so good of him to think of us, 
Before all others, aye, before the king 

Who has restored the title-^r his mother, 

,\ , • ■ ■ 

Or even his sister, Lady Beairix. | 

.■.iuj»l"i/v>AT?LIFFfe; ^- 
Why, what ? I pray you, who is the young man ; 
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RESTALRIO. 

Young Oowrie and his broUuer Alexander ; 
He came to see me; I was his father's friend^ 
And his— and Alexander's. He's so shy 
He will not go to court to thank the king 
For his recovered hcmours ; Fve advised him 
To go, but day by day he puts it off. 

AYLIFFE. 

I do not wonder. Tis a happier lot 
To tell Italian tales to such a listener, 
Than to mix with the crowd at Holyrood. 
May r|^n^'fey*^% t6 his Lordship? 

I douht his Lordship 4a.Mt in the humour^ 
He's a strange youth. 



AYUFFE. 

1 trust to meet with him 



In Holyrood. 



RESTALRIG. 

You shall, I doubt not, soon. 

AYLIFFE. 

Then, In that hope, I take my leave. Farewell — 
Good friend. Farewell, fair mistress Catherine ; 
And tend your birds, I pray you, and your flowers. 

[ExU Sir John Ayliffe, conducted by Restalrig.} 
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CATHERINE. 

I willy sir. Fare you well. A foolish man ! 
A bowing, grinning, impudent old man! 
To talk of worshippers and Southron Courts ; 
I wonder what he meant : Oh ! never mind. 
We never shall leave home, I'll not leave home- 
No^ not to be a queen. I'd rather live 
In this lone place with John and Alexander 
Than have an army of adorers : fie ! 
Foolish old man to talk so sillily. 

[Enter Alexander and Goivrie. 

ALEXANDER. 

Why did your fatbte call you, Catherine ? 

We could not stay without you. John sfopt short ' 

In th' very middle of his story. Twas 

Wicked in you to stay away so long, 

And leave me gap^ ihf the rest of th^ tale. 



■ • V 



CATHERINE. 

Oh ; Tm so glad you did not come before ! 
We've had a visiter here, a vain old man, 
That talked so strangely. 

GOWRIE. 

Strangely, Catherine? 
What did he^ say ? an old man ! was he old ? 

• E 
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CATHERINE. 



Ptn glad he*s gone. He said such curious things. 
And talked about my eyes — the foolish man ! 
What right had he to talk about my eyes ! 

GOWRIE. •..,.'.,.. ; .| ■ ,!(, 

Who was he? • ' - ?!- •/•'wj:. i;j')(i -.T 

. I scarce he^rd his n^me—rl think r, ,., 

'Twas Sir John Ayliffe. . I can't bear the name, ^ , ,, 

A Southron, prater ! , . ,7 , . ^_ 

ifolTfr-i o/b u'jiM/ !■ :. / .'i'Od ^\G'^-t Un{T 

j*jiu7 ioo//a iooIm \'i* :>ii' j-i'i^nbH oJii ci£v.' JJ 
. , GOWRIE. , f ,„ 

mid Y'fM/'*'' ■» V'N^ ".i:v^' 'j/lb tOiauin gxjV/ 

I heard o(,^#^ifoSpglaR^of^ffiSftp^j)^.,/, on sv/ond bnA 
And much inffftj(pi««i^t?^lj9,,'|'^'^|yer,,,,{ ^f^^^^j ^^^.^^ ^ 

0/0 1 o) gnotvr .: f!o(ioj{t 10 /oa bnr> ,bo7ol bnA 
jjisl afif|^T*HERJ§ii^,)qo1 //9P^> Y^^'^ oa briA 

Is he a wise MH^ ^'fl ftfe^fy-^ivfl^^^"^^^'' '^^--^'^^^^^^'-^^^ ^^^^^^ 

For if he is, 'tis a Mt'^iUfifkii'^ ^*-'* -^^'»'^^^'f ^1'^' '^^ '^^^^ 

To be a wise t^U] '>k^ ^IMm fiWiferj-'^^/^^-^^^*^ ^^H 

With his rough answers, short and to the pW^&Uf ^^^^'^ "' 

Has twice the sense of such a jackanapes. — 

But come, begm ! — Im dying to hear more 

Of your adventures 'm^ngst ^iohe fi)feign men. 

Run Alexander, bring my tabouret.— ^^^^ ^^^ ^''^^ ^^ ' 

And take the stool : — we'll sit beside him here 

And hear him talk. Oh I Icoula hear him talk 

My whole hfe long ?— ilBwthen, go bi^. We're ready. 
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GOWRIE. 

I have forgotten what the story wa& 

CATHERINE. 



■ i:-'.. nil 



Oh ! tell another then ; it is so sweet 

To hear about those dark Italians ! ^ j^ ^s>^^ on>^ 

Well tnen ; tfiere Uvea in ^aSua'a'young girl 

So beautiful, so innocent and good, ^ 

Tliat evei7 body loved her. When she simfeh"^''^'^'^^^^ ^ 

It was like sunshine, and her clear sweet voice 

Was nmsic, she was like a happy bird 

That skims tfie liummer air orf gli^?^!^]^ wings 

And knows no wintfer and riadtAWi' -'TAefif* «t^d'-^ '^'^ ^" ' 

A youth beside her;'tH^yUei'6'fcllnai'*^b«thJi» ^^^^^^ f>A^-^ 

And loved, and never thought it wrong to love. 

And so they grew togeth^/j^ Wtl'his fate 

Was adverse,— fortune frpw^e/i^upx)^ Jiis hcjus?.,,^,,^ ^^ ^^, ^, 

And he left Padua, left hi^ igA^Yv^^^Mj^, ^^ ^ , ^, ^^^ ^^ ^ ^ ^ 

His home, and sp^t 9ftipe, w^^gj^^ars of lif^ ,^, ^^ ,. . . , 

In distant lan^S. ,^ ^ ..^ . ^ ., ,,^ 

— <. JC 1 1 :.'!.■/■•• 1 'J I- >' ■ • - ■ ; r ii .■ t : ' • 

CATHERINE. 



'Tis sad, 'tis sad. 



.. QOWRIE. 

■•'i^J •■11(1 '^ jii J>--.M i ^ ' • : • t, •!! 1..-/ 

. . jy Aye. it is sad indeed, , , , , ., 
For when, at last, he came to Padua, all 
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Was changed ; his playmate was a child no morfe ; "* '* " 

Men praised her, and she listened to their praise, ■ 

And was a star of beauty to their eyes. 

And many worshipped her : the Mautuan duke. 

And all his nobles^ when she smiled on them — 

And she did smile on them.— 









CATKEUINE. 

The ^nselese. thing ! 
Twas wrong to smile on the)i)|^ 



jfiii.:. «:«' ^ '66WlRrE. 



•^Were ecstasied ! i,,, 

And she scarce cast a thought upon the youth, 
Who had been once so d ^,tA<^ bier. He heard 
Her laugh^j|,j»yfii^.^iii5^i|fj}iftRj)ffore; 
He sjB\vK.v}^pr.fpa^j9j,^-iKf^iaafjM*ight.as eyei);.. Ji jji— ^nI lo/l 
But in his heart of hda;i|i^iihei:e;w»srrajiplm^-^iiiui Joii ob I 
He pined for what she was. He travelled back 
In memory over all the sutiny hours 
They had spent together. ismm^ikM^^X^, '' "'* '*' 
And when he came to die — 

' Mt» ^^>- .* \- jii . v)i5i«i/ 'r<^^f^^ 

CATHERINE. 
riA\ v/oir 

.: .. .K) (poy .aijvlHfer.tlld«iotdiel-J •' '>^'>' *-»^'^'-'^ 
The cruel, heartle$8>ifaithfefes^'W0PfeMes8»gvrV ^:»»'i>''t»**''* ^^ 
She did not le^hMU^<jUeJl> ^mx^i ol-f»f^<»» oil' -). .»'(»y hiiooi 11/ 

.>■.»»;;• •;j.''i.)-- »i jlsL'dJ.tfl;.'!!' ^(ii I'jJ.n /At 'Hl'i 
GO.WRIE. / , If . . M 

If 'twas for her he died j^but.vYheftjhjs I^rejath ,,!,., j, , 
Was failing, he just gathered strength eno^g^) , ,: , 



■•( M 
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To tell her ))§ic]G3piBie4 so base a thing> ^'c'li^ '^ • ^^'^' 

As one who.f^jijil4 be.flattered by a couvty > '.':».• »<} vA^ 
And could forget a true and loving heart. . . j j /' l»ii/ 

CATHERINE. • , i / 

'Twas right! 'was very right to tell her so— ^ ;„), ,,^\^ j,,^^ 
And is it long ago ? 

GOWRIB. 

I knew dievn h^h, 

CATHEUINE. ° 

What was her name ? I vvi^. jt^^^ow her name, 

That I may treasure it as a tl)pg for scorn. 

What was she called ? . r .. ,^,. .,.,,,»,. ,iv f..ii^ 

»/,. ..; - : ^OWKiE. I) oa oDiio irjoJ b/Jit oilV/ 

' irfc«ftn«»t«l4fe!^Mrffe*^'^^^^ ^•**- 
Nor his— let it suffice t\ii^^^v^W\y(m'(lan^mr^'^\iMf '^^ 
I do not thinMhat|it;was'OalM^iifte^^ii ^^ ^«^^^i ^»^' '" ^"^- 

.4j;.J '.J- ..'/'J 'i ^J-v/ 0ilc5 jfiilw iJl byiiiq oh 

No, no; it was i^9t,jCa,thQjr;infi;^v'. .ijiljupoi i"9q« b/iii ^jiW 

~'jiL ot jinj30 Oil aoilw i^u/ 
REST A LRIG. {Re-entering, ) 

How now ? 
YouVe late o'nightSvmy'lltUtiKate, your couch 

Is wondering atl groui^jibideDcef Jtetiftdose' 

All round you, as the rose-leaves clas^^l^y SBy> • '' ^'-^ 

The twittering nightingale in Persian gardens. 

Go call your tyring woman. Let this kiss 

Be sentinel all ni^lvt %ftMSt doubled dreams. 

Good night! '^<>0d night I'^Pd' gay d'ivord or two 

Tomydearfrl^ridfe- •^'-^»'^''^'" ' ' ''^'"' ' '' 



> > "♦ I 
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CATHERINE. 

Good night, then, and good night ! 

Vm glad that girl's name was not Catherine. " ' ' '" 

lExit. 

RESTALRIG. 

My lord, if I havo been unmannerly 

And used an equal's privilege, it arose 

From a true love, and from your yoathfdlness. 

V 

GOWRIE. 

What mean you ? you have^be^ a ^father ever — 

You held your saving hand out to us all 

When we were siffttti^i ^^6iiotirfed R^st^Wg/' '"-^ '^^'^} 

Mock me not— -^-^ me iTot^Vith words' like tfigye'?''''^" '''^ 

R^SJALRIG. 

You had a father^ Earl, the truest Scot , , i,-i 

E'er wore a sworq ; the proudest, noblest heart ,■ t f„^ jp 

That ever r6se agamst injustice. He 

Left a great name. Tis time, 'twere heard again. 

There are stout hearts that^itel V nomsic in it 

Would make thp^n da^e. ^ You ^^,.tU^ i^rl ftf Qftlflieo;! // 

GOWRIjEi . j,^^ ,.jihniA on n//o biiA 

I know. I will do all^wbat i^'t ypu-meaui.r.oU e, vjdidi vM 
By such grave opening ? 

RESTAMUGv 

;fbis Im^^, WXil^dr ,^r, o? j.nA 
That Scotland has a right to heart ai^-cj. hai^^ 'fh)t,r ..if 

Of her true sons, and you must not defraud her ^ ■{^■. ,jii 
Of heart and hand like yours. 
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OOWRIE. 

; ,^vo^. t -,. Ala3 ! kind friend, 

I can do little. i.' k* - 



:=.x:v 



RESTALRIO. 



You do wrong yoursolf. • ^ '^ 
The Ruthven has a duty, not to hide .r U'ty-. Ui\i. 

From the rude shock of man, but^ buckle U^^,> > r;t n .nor' 
Like your great ancestors — they claim it of you. 

GO^ftlE. ^ I , r 7 

.: -.jiii. «'lII7.IJ?i 'lifOV blOil )lJU I 

True, true. We hold pur noWenjqss iu.frjfti^t: o» jv/ jy/ «i).^V7 
For noble uses. I will to the kingrrf ,. ' ^i ''^'^— joa jin .^ooT/' 

REs¥AfcMA^' 

To thank him 
Should cheris 

Whol«lfe«d ^ thfthkfh!ii§te*?^^i6y bftWhk dKl iiot: * '^^ ' ^' 
If he had said the word, I'd scorn his name 
And own no kindred with himV He did shed 
My father*s blood-^JF am my fether^a son. 



And so am I, f^it ^ Ul^fifoAdured name — 

His spotless sword ; and willuse both if needed. 

But why these taunts^f Brother/ it is liot kind. 




I 
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ALEXANDER. 

It is. Tis the best kindness to awake you 

To your own state. Oh ! when you sec ouir mother^ 

She'll tell you her long tale of sufTering^^ 

Which you've thought little of 'neath southern akies. 

GOWRIE. 

Ah ! there again you wrong me ; night and day, ' 
By midnight lamps^ by morning's earliest light, 
I thought of ypu all— I named, you in my prayers. 
I bore you in my"lieart ! 

ALEXANDER. (Jailing on his necJL) . ^ , 

j,^y,,,*l.idabeUe^e,U, Johnl „ w .j *^ 
But you are Qfffyffj^ .^lU^^^^f^Me, vM, ,vl htt v M 
I trace not thoughts like those that rise in me, 
When I but hear the king's detested name. 



AESTALRIO. 



) ■ 



: I 



Youth talks too boldly.^ yet wc cannot blame 
The son that takes his father's quarrel hotl^. ^^^ 

Aj,E:5i:ANDER. 
Aye, and his mother's. • 

What has the king done 

To her? my mother — to the Countess Gowrie ? 

.. •' ■ •'•■■' 

REStALRia -• 

Pm glad you ask. His favotirite, blood-stainied Arran, 
Acting as king, arid with the king's consent, 
When on her knees your lady mother fell 



•. 'f 
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In James's path, and lifted up her hands 

For mercy to hier children and herself; 

Arran, I tc^ yon- — Uood-stained, upstart Arran^ 

Dashed her to earth, and trod upon her neck 

As she, ^y senseless — and the king laughed loud ! /^ 

GOWRIE. 

Laughed ! Ha 1 — said you he laughed? 

RESTALRIG. 

A scornful laugh! 

GOWRIE. 

. ■• " . ■*' . ■ ■ 

And left my mother lying on the ground, 
A piteous spectacle for the rabble crowd ! 
My mother! Shi's of nobler blood than fie. 



RESTALRIO. 

Nearer the English crown. 'Twas after that 
He gave the title of the man he slew, 
And of the woman he insulted, back 
To the son of both. 

obwtafi. 

It wa^ ifi liidckery ! 
It must have been in mockery he did it ! 

RESTALRIG; 

He heard you vrete a quiet studious youth, 
A bookworm like himself, and thought, perchance, 
'Twere well to see a Gowrie he could look at 
Without a tremor. You'll be first of the name 
That left a Stuart's cheek unbleached with fear ! 



. */ 



-x 



OT *wr *J£8iS d^ oowRiE. 



■ ' OOWBIE. 

Bent o'er a page lif wbbbed Utin ?»well» ' 

What mdife'f ' ■ '. 



Oh ! nothing mme. 

lis quite enough. 
I tlmnic you, ResLalrig ; 1 tliank you, brother. u 

I go to court to morrt^w. It is time ^, ^^ -. 

I saw my mother. I'm a truant son ; \ .-, 

Three weeks conic honiOj and not yet sought her blegaingt 

M"or uiy g^od sister's kiss, the countess Atho!e's,( ^^ , ^ f. 

Nor tasted the sweet cheek of Bcuti ix, i -i j . »■ 

' ilut ad JairM 

Mv youngeBt sister. I'lu for court to-morrow : , • , , 

. k,ng.-and thank l^i^i^ ,,/_ ,,-,,,,,, „; ^,j ^t 

,oioiis vl'M.y ■:: diX ' toJjjw oAt nr ta'\ 



I'll see the It 



Will tliank him asilroduffi iiiiltiv ic^, 



MU<J -.0 i 



RE5TALRIG. 

, , i--i^ 1 ir t ... .-■. 

I was in thought 
To go myself to HolyrOdd «^ft lOh'g, 
Audtakemydatfghtrer'tV^tili&e. Oifatrft^ 'AlAib 
Has BMa'A»M«|;e'fbh»iAvHer,'«aR!'y6tfr'l^rf(», 
Sweet Lady B^tfth^, "hMx %Id d^i^Midh, 
Is DOW in fittlffag. k^<&y'otttVo 
We follow. 



OOWRIB- (wioodUy.) 
■r- ' Lyit^ on the ground. Qoodnight! ,., 
Trod on her. Fare you well, kind Kestalrig; : .>< m <-) 
We meet ere long, A studious youth, — farewell !■ rii ii,;ifl 
Come brother. 

{Exeunt Gowrie and Alexander.) 

- ■■:•..' ,10 

.|, . ,.Ql^J i' Wf*^*' °ow then for Bower: 
He must ride off this night to summon friends. 
He must to Cassills, and the gallant tindsa'yl '"""^ ^'"^'^' ' 
Torphichen is at Calder,Blanlyre waifs""" '" ""'*^ ^^ "^^ ' 
For the good time, in the west. Those preachliig ^t^sj"^^ 
Trotti their upstanding kennels turned to puliiits, ^ ^ ^\ 
Must growl and hark their Ipydeet. liiiiee and TUfeiffl, '■*_"" 
Must be full primed from Kings and Chmineles, ^'''^^'^^ '"''^ 
And princely Hamilton ; — I must make approaclf' ^ ^ 
To him in person. Now then, sink or eft'lnSi''"^ ^''■' ^^^ ""' 
I'm in the water ! 'tis a goodly shore. 
On the other sid^, if I pSfifs^^^^fou^ii. 
So, so, we'll try, we'll tiyj f'Wtike up, Qld Bowej- ! 
You'll he beyond Dunbar within afi'trodrf^i mul AnsiU H'V/ 

;>(:-,l/T.nit 

EltSff ffiS fUE FIRST ACT. 

,'ipj;oo.'Il /u -i" ■■ > 

.J.tlOl 01-1 il:«-iv|.>li ■^^ li.-/-. ,1>;.-'J 

.oiiA fc.J0i3j;ii.» ..Jiji ib,-. iii-i^^.^-Ji ^ (1 ,-.jJ:j i...iA 
.ibiei^. i:JOf, l>i;p r.i( vion^ ;...- -jif;..: .i.., L- k^ Rf.il 



{ ' i ' » j » ' ; 



• : * ' 1 


■■>■ -:/.(} 'J|l>r 


'f '. .1 


^. '>;■>// bn/. 


• f ' 


'■rMMo,'; .T 



ACT SECtWJJO.r^SCENE I. 

om boahuojq .,» . ' ■. ji 
A room in Ruthven hous^m EMl^uMf'^ '' ^'^ 

. 883^70:) 
. (CouDtess of Gowrie and Beatrix.) 
.9aiii airf eifij ^jj j^ 

jj r r BEiiTRIX. 

Tis Strange that Restalnfcom^^no^'y-^?^^ s^^H 

^i-i io. WTO...... ., , J :,; 

If being a tfto4i«^4totx*«ftfeM4.rt*..., Iv' 'tdT 
His daughter, Catherine. '^'' 

Ifshe^erit;,,,,,,^.;,^ 
Aught of her father's p^Pttg^ts, she will not come. 

BEATRIX. 

Oh ! but she can't iid^HVI^Ii^ing, 
Thoughts, lJmd6j^AriiiMtai»wolTj^i?r9^,f\ /Salic l^jv 
Guarding the kslle^iluixaessibilM l^^^ust mppe 
More than a withered nun in that old tower. 



A TRAGEDY. 37 

COUNTESS. 

She has her father, child ; — she breathes pure air. 
And wears not on her lip the smile that turns 
To canker at the heart. 

■ BEATftDi. :l^ i j/. 

- It does not look it — 
Tis a sw^i^t smile. Her father promised me 
He'd bring" her with him. '' ' '^^^^^ ''' »^^oo^ /. 

COUNTESS. 

^ ^ Let him take his time. 
He's wiser ulaced ;i^ his old rugged hall. 

BEATRIX. 

And both my brothers too ; "^lis passing strange 

They come not. John ha^%Seti 4iM^ tr^nmfe %o^\ si f f 

Five years and more : and Alexander rode 

In fiery haste to Berwi6^¥ci^dl^uct him 

Instantly to us here. ^^'Fdr three whole weeks 

They've paused iaidd r(!)fte)^6«K>inJoIili£BcMb ^ ^ni9d )t 

COUNTESS. O^'fti^iiSih c.i; 

Oh ! any place where iidicAiKlives is better 
Than this vite ^som I 






'» I r 



IsH a prison, mother ? 
fetleved^i 
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Be silver, is the wielder of it less 

An executioner ? '''^'''' ^'^^^'^^ o*n iiT 

- Mother! dearest mother^ • '^^ ^»»^^^ ^^^'T 
You have sad llntugbts; you give such way to^htWf l^^"^ 
You never smile, yowlook with heavy eyes -^ ' ^^^ ^J^^^ "I 
On everything. .£9bi"ujf.ji. .''■-;■•■ --^ ^irui^oi;'^ oiorfT 

ooallwIdayitlwtJBfalw me, cMMi-^/' aoinrJ oil 
A widow, sitting in bIood-spriiikteB^'#o«d!^' 'i ^^-^M m lailJoxiA 
Beside a o<^n> ^^U^fc^opJess, dishonoured. 
Shut out the sun forevpr fr*tf**eW eyes, 
life is one solemn ■nig^trfoitpBaaad^flnfaip)? jov ,iarUoM ! iIO 
The very 8tai)%^r#70ti&(jd om J9j a ;oI xm loi juli oino uoY 

^vo\ ci '^m'-: ,j'.>y y*^.do:i .t/d ,i;o'{ no bnoT 
ajflgjjod;^ oxIP^^^?fe>-i! > ^i'^^og ixi^il rfjiw briA 
Cw I 9i^yffo4|^; f> '>;i'l yo7 v/oIIot;>firiT 
To comfort you ? C^ I do nothiflg ? 

Your hand is white «iid«bialft^^yWur eyefe ^ft, ^^^' -' ^'-/ "^^^^ 
You're gentle, \oy\ng^^^b^.\^Y(i^6^k4h^^ ^oi o^j2 

•r.i -"^ Gib '/i.'V' : ooi:.^ ovo aeoliihjil adT 

Oh ! I can soojii you^ waeA-^lfrptay'^fcr yote^ ^"'-^ ^^^ JuodA 

0OUNT£SS. 

I need no soothing. 'Mid tH^ A!thdli wilds 

I found a joy that half subdued any gritfjiiJ'-'iii *jiu..ijii J i v 



Tn (he fierce winds and foamy cataracts, i'Mi(;tn« v^- " ' 

And caverned hills^ that suited with my thoughts. 

There I brought u^ nly ehiidiiBn, tlilr^ii^ hope> 

That from that stem attd t^rApe^^^Mbtlfd ditiie, 

They wQwkt drink iia kstfeWmess of th«<¥ 0*tii / .-- - /i' : oY 

In vain, in vain ! In fifery fits tod sititito . : . r.;- r ^ .a r i, >Y 

There gleams a flaA XX pfide iti Akiander. t*fiuf ♦ \^^y^ fi( 

But John is tft^k, Ito if hi6 efarliest tsky 

Had s^hM tb t>ltiihs bf ]^1«ite^ I am glad 

He tarries witb aiTioii; vHe^stttrqefirlsiill fiee 

Another in this miartri^Ueiandi- (f>-!»ooId ni gniiiia ,wobiv/ A 

. ,BMTm?^i't rjV'iK)) II0S oili iuo lu(I<? 
Oh ! Mother, you repeljDau9.ieyerfrotiifjj>ui;affloIoa ono ^i o'h.i 
You care not for my love. Let me butJilovtfiy^ia ^lov cdl 
Tend on you, sit beside you, simg to you, 
And v^i^ light gossip chas4^#9^£5^-the thoughts 
That follow you like apbi^^m;^;:: I n^D 

' onultoit ol; 1 fifiO S uo^ iiolifloj o * 
COUNTESS. 

Youv'e said it. Daug^^jHoiiftriK^ look tbere ! 

See you it »0t?ttrjt «»eate 758(e^fliil)lwrdjiflw 9a kieii mo Y 

See you it'sl^i|^;imti»A*|wl«itely.«to oinxo^i o? s? V 

The lightless eye "faed tigidly^ <tbe form 

Motionless, HHteshre^^^nld tl»^tiitiiiBlE:x>f Idood 

About the tlMM)^,?^(Jtsjtyeuf,^A»> Sifeel (nov \^.j ^ ^^x' 
He's there ! 

Don't tremble, mother i fe^jrnot. , . ; v* v>» i 
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COUNTESS. 

I have no fear. He would despise me^ if 

Being his children's mother^ and his wife, 

I could fear anything. My hand is finn. 

I know there's something left for me to do, 

And I will do it What it is, I know not. 

And who shall be the instrument, I know not. 

But when the time draws near, the hand which now. 

Is lifted to the sky, will point the way. 

BEATRIX. 

Oh ! mother, grief has mastered you. You dream 
With waking eyes. 

COUNTESS. 

It is no dream, my child ; 
Men ahlkke not off the cerements of the tomb. 
And show themselves in bodily shape again 
To fill the pageant of a dream. You're pale, 
Poor child ! like some frail hot-house plant that withers 
In biting ajrs, you shiver in the awe 
Breathe'd round you by the presence of the dead. 
Look on me. Is^t a theme for wonderment 
That I am not the joyous, mirthful thing 
You'd have me, when beside me Ruthven stands. 
Loving I know, but voiceless,— «nd each hour 
My ear is tortured with the selfsame voice 
That spoke the doom, the sharp Unmannered voice ! 
And my two sons are young and you're a woman ? 



«' "'■ A TRAGBDV. Tfl 



BEATRIX. 

I pray you let me send for Restalrig, 

He will advise us ; he is a true friend 

To all our house. Oh ! let me send for him ! 



COUNTESS. 

Yes, let him ppme ; 'twill warm my heart again 
To presfl th^iiand that has been lock'd so closely — 
So lovingrly with your father's, Beatrix. 

BEATRIX. 

Lean on me, mother. I will lead you now 

* ■ ' ' . ■.■'••■ 

To the inner hall ; try me, I'm very strong. 



r 1 



COUNTESS. 

I am not weak. I need no help ; my limbs 

Shake no^. The great thought that broods within me 

Strengthens me too. 3e sees me. Come my child* 

[Exit, Beatrix leading her to the door. 



'*'*'* A SERVANT. ' " 

'■ . 1 '"-1 -1 

A messenger to Lady Beatrix. 

..■.-. ■ . . * ir 

BEATRIX. 

Let him come in. [Exit. Servant, r 

I trust 'tis^om my brothers. 
It ia my brother's self ! , JDear Al^xfmder. 
\_Enter Goifvrie^and Alexander^^, ^Gowrie booted as from tf 

journey. ^ 
Gowrie ! [She embraces him. 

G 
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GOWRIE. 

You^know me, then, my Beatrix ! 
My playfellow, my darling ! How you're altered ; 
Why, you're a woman grown. 

BEATRIX. 

And you, dear brother ; — 
I cannot choose but weep. We meet at last. 

e 

■■i 

GOWRIE. 

'Tis a sad welcome when 'tis given in tears. 

BEATRIX. 

No, no, not sad. I weep with joy ; you're come — 
We're all together now; all met at last : 
'Twill please our mother. 

GOWRIE. 

Is she now within ? 
I crave her blessing. Why, how tall you are ! 
How stately grown ! I should not ; yes, I should, though ; — 
I should have known you by your smile. Ah me ! 
What years are gone since you and I made gay 
The old hall at Restalrig ! 

BEATRIX. 

And Catherine Logan. 
You donH forget oor Kate ? 
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GOWRIE. 

I do not forget her. 

BEATRIX. 

And is she changed as much as I am, John ? — 

GOWRIE. • 

She's changed ; but only outwardly : her heart 
Is pure and good as ever. 

BEATRIX. 

Sweetest Kate ! 
I shall be so delighted when she comes. 
Go, Alick, tell my mother he is here. 

[Exit Alexander, 
She must prepare to meet you. Ah !*'dear brother, 
She's very sad. I cannot tempt a smile 
To her wan cheek : perchance a word of yours 
May cheer her. 

GOWRIE. 

Mine ? I have no cheerful wordfe ; 
Loving they are, most loving — Beatrix, 
But cheerful; no. There is a cloud o'er all 
That chills us ; even your sunny face, sweet sister, 
Is saddened by the gloom that spreads above us. 

BEATRIX. 

No, brother, if I bear a shade of grief. 

In this blest hour that gives you back to us, 
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'Tis from the past^ The darkness has lain so long rt . •^,^, 

Upon our hearts, it takes some time to clear. . , i : . 

The sun himself can't pierce an Athole cloud 

Upon the instant. I shall laugh ere long. 

The rain comes first, and then the sunshine, brother; 

Tis happiness that finds its foolish way 

Into my eyes. Dear brother 1 you're at home at last. 

You'll never leave us. You don't answer me. 

, GOWRIE. [absently. 

I cannot help my wonder that there breathes 

In Scottish ground, the wretch so villanous 

As with a mocking laughter to look on 

The sacred sorrows of a mother ! Who 

Is favourite now with Jifthes ? He has some favourite. 

I would I knew the fawning sycophant 

That calls him man. 

BEUVXRIX. 
Is't of the king you speak ? 



GOWRIE. 



Of him that wears the crowi?^ })ut is no king, 
Nor knight, nor gentleman. I pray you, tell me 
Who tramples now on the' insensate limbs 
Of broken hearted widows ? Tis the sport 
That pleases James. 

BEATRIX. 

Oh ! brother, leave unthought of 
Those miserable years : they've long been past. 
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James now fi^eiikB kindly, Anne is very kind, 
Both have spoke lately of your hoped return. 
He has no favorite ; that is, I can't say ; — 



GOWRIE. 

Yes, yon can say ; but will not, Beatrix : 
There is some secret. Who fills Arran's pl&ce^ 
And makes the gewgan sceptre of this puppet : 
Into a. rod? I think I've heard the name 
Of Ramsay— is it he ? 



a.?f. 



■ \': ■ 



BEATRIX. 



Hef s \vith ihe kikig ; 
He is much liked of him— he is— but no, 
He is not — I can't tell you ; 



COWRIE. 



You are trpmbling — 
You're flush'd, then pale— I must know more of this. 



BEATRIX. 



No, ask no more — ^'tis nothing — 'tis a trifle. 
I'm wrong, he means no harm. I wish you had 
Not named him . 



GOWRIE. 



I am glad I named him. What ! 
Has his mere name such magic ? Is his place 
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As high in other hearts as in the king's ? 
Is he the favorite here too ? 

BEATRIX. 

He ! no, brother. 
If I put force upon ray swelling heait, 
And listen ; — look at him, nor show in words 
The scorn that rises at his presence — 'tis 
For your sake, for ray mother's. He has gained 
The ear of Jaraes. 

GOWRIE. 

Ha ! then there rules acrain — 
An Arrah. What has he done ? what said ? what looked ? 
Knows he your name is Ruthven ? That yow brother 
Is Gowrie ? Has he raised presumptuous eyes 
To this fair brow, and summoned to these cheeks 
A blush, made redder by the illustrious blood 
That flows through Tudor's veins, and owns near kin 
To England's mistress ? Tis a face, indeed, 
That kings might look upon with awe. It bears 
In its clear white and red, so cunning mixed 
In rival beauty, the commingled roses 
Twin-planted by the old Plantagenets ! 
Ramsay must look to it. Gowrie is come home. 

BEATRIX. 

Tis what I've prayed for — hoped for long — too long. 
But we're together now. Is it not sweet 
To be with loving friends ? 
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GOWRIE. 

Aye, Beatrix. 
Let me lay bare the marble majesty 
Of this broad brow ; — 'tis an imperial brow — 
And do my homage thus. {He kisses her brow.) 

Enter Countess. 



COUNTESS. 

Where is the Earl 



Of Gowrie ? 



GOVRIE. 



Dearest mother, let me kneel. 
And fi^l descend upon my bended head 
A mother *8 blessing ! {Kneels), 



COUNTESS. 

I would see my son, 



The heir of Ruthven. 



GOWRIE. 



He is on his knee 
Before you. Let him hear your honoured voice 
Welcome him home. 



COUNTESS. 



Stand up, that I may see you. 
Give me your hand. It is not like your father's. 
Cast back the clustering ringlets from your brow. 
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So. — Look upon me. There is something there 
That minds me of a man that I have heard 
Once looked into the visage of a king, 
And quelled him. — ^What's your name, young sir ? 

BEATRIX. 

Tis John — 
'Tis my dear brother. 

COUNTESS. 

Hush girl ! — Wliat's your name ? 

GOWRIE, 

John Ruthven, Earl of Growrie. 

COUNTESS. 

It is not. 
'Tis not the Earl of Gowrie. Would an earl ' 

Change his broad belt and clanging sword for robos !— 
Might suit some scholar in a monastery ? 
Where are your spurs, sir? Where your ghttering casque 
Gathering the sunbeams round you as you walk ? 
I do not know you thus, you're not my son ! 

BEATRIX. 

« 

Speak not so harshly, mother ; it will break 
His heart to hear you. 

COUNTESS. 

Silence, silly girl ! — 

Let him speak like a Ruthven, if the blood 
Has not all turned to water in his veins. 

Let me hear the Gowrie voice ! 
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OOWRIE. 



What would you, motlier ? 

COUNTESS. 

rd srei^ yah ad d nofbter should be seen, 
Girdefrf «lrid panoplied. Go, fieatrix, 
Bring me his father's sword; his coat of mail, 
Hi^ helmet : (^she brings the armour). 

Gird him with the massive sword. 
Now cast the hauberk on his shoulder — now, 
Fix the bright morion on his head. — Stand there ! 
John, Earl of Gowrie, Lord of Ruthven, son 
Of him, whose name was as a sound of thunder 
Over broad Sdoiland, and whose lightning eye 
Flashed like an Eagle's, when with thirsty beak 
It swoops upon the vulture, lift your hand ! 

[Gowrie raises his hand. 
Yon wffl — BO help yon God who judges all. 
Bear a pure heart, firm hand, and righteous sword. 
You will devote you, as your father did, 
To your poor country's service. In her cause 
You will forget all fear, all tenderness ; 
You'll cleanse this realm of evil, though 'tis found 
In loftiest place ! you^lI be a sheltering tower 
'Gainst the oppresfsiohs of Authority, 
And raise again to be & beacon Hght 
For Scotsmett'^sf eyes, fh^ banner of your house. 
Best me& abote thd Ruthven's helmed head. 
And in the front of battlte ! You will make 
No odttl^t ,with dishonour, you will aid 

H 
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The cause of truth, of justice, as he did, 
Who leaves his sleep in a dishonoured shroud 
To join me in the blessing I now give you ; 
Kneel, Earl of Gowrie ; Be you brave and good f 
More fortunate than your father, and as true ! 
Come to my heart. 

{^Embraces him, shouts heard outside. 
Long live the Earl of Gowrie I 
A Gowrie ! Let us see the Earl of Gowrie ! 

COUNTESS. 






They know you, blessings on the noble Scots ! 

They bear a dear remembrance of their friends. 

Go to them ! 

' f - {Yokes again,) 

Gowrie ! Gowrie ! welcome thdrifcf^^ oi fjoi 

-^-^ /^-^ eOtJNTteSS. -'^ - atohiiw JiJilT 

Thank them ! they're clamorous; ^how Y^^^l^^cYpv^ji^f^.t u^O 
Trimmed as for battle l"^: ^^ T"-..- ^ivrib ul 

Gowrie! Gowrie! 

COUNTESS. ^ . ...,,, 3.;'j 

Go to them! -^.u-in-k 

Your st«p is like your father's! One more kiss. * ' • ^ *^ 

Now then.— The king expects you. Go to him 
Armed cap-a-pied and girt with Ruthven's sword. 

CExit Gou)rie./ \ 
Come daughter. I am happy, very happy. 

[Shouting heard without. Exeunt 
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SCENE. . ^^ 

Hall of Audience in Holy rood. James, Ramsay, Crawford ^ 
Errol, HutUly, Buccleuch, Cessford, Maxwell, Lords, 

JAMES 

They're like the Jews, sir; the rebellious Jews 
A stifT-necked, grumbling, thankless generation 

RAMSAY. 

They're like the Jews in this, an't please you, sire, 

That the most wisest man in all the land 

Is highest. . „ .r I 



I > 



JAMES. 

Say you so, friend Joclf ? 
You're quie^j yp.u're very sensible. I think 
\ ou be well read too : True, — *tis very true. 
That wisdom cries aloud in this poor kingdom 
Much as it did in old Jerusalem ; 
But neither Solomon nor I came speed 
lu driving sense into the muddy brains 
Of the base Jews, or our own stubborn Scots. 

RAMSAY. 

The surest way to reach the brains of both 
Is through the pocket— so I've heard it said. 
It was a saying of wise Lethington. 

JAMES. 

You*re right. It's a most sensible remark, 
I never heard a wiser. What, d'ye think 
Lord Maxwell ? It strikes me it is very wise. 
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MAXWELL. 

F^itbi please ypyr majesty, ypiir roy^l i^lf 

Has paa4e piich ojEForts to re^ch my ppgr bmift^ .-. , ., j. t. v: 

By the way he speaks of, that you've driven a hole 

In the high road. 

JI4MPB> • ■■"■■■' ^'•''^^' -'^ 

Ifi't so? we must repair it, sir; " ^"' '■•'' 
With some good acre«. Btrt the crop of rebels *'' \ ■' • '* 
Is very scanty, (^'olks growl now and grumble, ' '^■•ii»^-*- ■' 
But not an overt aet we can lay hold of, 
Except some base mechaflit6>i1i^ ktiess Johns, 
That would not pay the,|^fji/jg|Qf the poor ink 
That writes the signaturj^T-Jpcpbus l^ex,, , . hbo- a* r o/i i 
Torthe forfaulture. If a Laird or two : . . » » ^' j 4 il < '' ' 
Would take to treason, we might patch your pocket ; 
For you're a pleasant youth, ^wji^ot much uglier 
Than wiser men. I mind your grandfpither, 
He was a cursed ^Wv^nhg^e^Hs^H 0I& dog; 
But we kept watch onhial. He hid td'bjiy' '^ ' '^'"'^^ '^^'^ " 
Half his est^ iii;^V»in's*rttfyi^^^i H^^^' '^ ' ^'^^^ '* '^ " 
But half of that, forfep^^i^^^ot akltig, 



\'<C) » 



■^ -•■ ■■■■-■■ ••^' <j''. : L- i.i V •.• ■ ■^ 



Tender and generous to ouflovrbs: Mend's^? 

^ ^ ;• M hv i; .^ .. > :• ... ■■; ''^..■. i 'y- ' 

My grandfather was a. tiuef gisntliemaik ' • « ' ^■ ' o:^ t:i*i 

Than the base crew that plundered him. 1.;; i* 



t 



JAMES. 

What's that ? 
Did you say anything ? 
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MAXWELL. 

Nothing, please you, sire. 

JAMES. 

Ye would be wiser not to spoil yoor beard, 
By squirting venom aQar't, my bonny u)an ; 
Has any body bmrd frow th© lipb wert-i^ i).)0^ ;. no. i 
If Hamilton is quiet ? -._i:,^Aly iUii:oc ii-j^- .i 

., r.' 1')/; tTOvo ji: Ion iuJ' 

Lives in sedate, contettted^ t^fiieritl^i;^^ '''■ '^''' 'f ^^'^' ''^'^ 
With kindred round hirti;^ '-» '^»^ -' ^ ^^ OiuilLiiliol orh^J 

... \i.:S .ii:iu lijjv oiiiin i jioin lugi'/^ nh:r; 

I hate these family affed,^ove4.mea.j,^i ^o ,i3j^,, ^qo;. ,, ; r. 
What makes he with hif }tin(Jf^?a'i,|'pfi'Utj[ ^^^^ ^,-, ;i ; . 

Vm proud to say I've ^ot ^n %yiit49,^fil4('f .m^As lo Hi .^ m. < t 
A kinsman or relation,'ii|^a^.^.f^i;,,.. ,^, „. .,.^.,.,,. |,^j^, ,,f ,,^ : 

That I don't hate worse than the devil himself; 

From Francis Stewart, sometibie Eairl of Both well. 

But now a starveling in sodie foreign knd, * ^ • ' 

Up to the duke. ' '^^-^ - ' 

RAMSAY. 

Go you no higher, sire ? 
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JAMES. 



Ha ! ha ! my man ; yeVe quick^ ye're very quick ; 
I like your jest. You mean our kinswoman^ 
Our sister, great Elizabeth ! 



I* 



RAMSAY 



Oh ! no ; 
Far be it from oi^ to trent such lofty matters 

As whether she f^SflMIISi^ ^}^ ^^^ gift 
Of your affection. , c i r 






'1\ \'J^^ .iO,T ; , V ■'(' -•■ 



■ J- 



JAMES. 



< \e 



Then Til tell you, sir, 
She has as much of the rich ^ft you speak of. 
As I have of the richer gift she promised, ^j^^ ^ ^^jolu ^3P i 
But sends not. Sh's a miser ; a she-dragon. 
A dog in the manger, sir. A wdman^s hand 
Should stick to the^f}4s4aff/ 'Tis a hand like this . 
Beats the sq^p^yet^j^.. J v.^ 



. .. i 



\ 



HUNTLY. 



} .'•;.:. 



v,-'^<:kJl 



If she is niggardly 
Others would purcbasenjaa a priceless pearl 
The love of the best king m Chiisteiidom* 

JAMES. '"'- ^v;-^'^ >^0^ '10! ^:;j ? 

Would they pay down an arrle penny, think ye ? 
A bargain is no bargain where'ts left out. 



.4^Mtf ^ * - . V- I 
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HUNTLY. 

Willingly, sire. I saw the cardinal 



This morning. 



ERROL. » ft fV 

I've just left Don Gomez. 



JAMES. 

Have ye? ^^^-'^ ' -'■ '^'^ 
Troth ye speak bold. But all yout cardinals -' ^o*^t ,i?/ tl\ 
And Gomezes, piled one upon the other. ^o^iajOj? ?j/oy U^ 
'Till they outtopped Dumyat, could not pay me. 
If I should lose my sister's heritage. 

They might enable yba to seige it, ste;^-**^^^ '^^^^ ^o ovml I .A 

• * '.» i'L -i ' f)'; jfofi abnoa iii^l 

To seize it? Gad ! it's not so easy^ffietid^>^' ''■ J^ -'^ bl^ ^\r^ 
To seize what broad-back'd bull-dog Englislil«»«>fe ^^1^ ^Jfl^^ 
Keep fast by the other end. 

HUNTW. 

Your majesfy '^ /^ '/: /» c. : ih 
Knows not the power lifcat's in your very namey 
The longing that the suffering church and people 
Feel for your advent . 



r 



.JAMES. 

Suffering ? Suffering church ? 
May be you mean the Romans ? Now, my friend. 
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ril tell you this. If I had an hour by ourselves 

With the old pope^ I'd show him, in such a way, 

His errors and his church's heresies, 

He'd be ashamed of himself, I know be would.-^ 

I never met an arguer in my lifey 

Except some sour-faced Presbyterians, 

Hard-featured rogues, would slay you for a hair,-— 

That I had not the better of. No, no, no,— 

If our good sister and her parliament 

But name meflf^ in order of succesBion, : i 

I'll have Lord Cardintils, d:nd Don Gome^ee^ 

Bundled into a sack^ttad <^by ilea. 

Aye ! in a mittufe. 

HUNTLY. 

(Aside to ErroL) 

7ttey had best be told ih\». 



1 .•»-. , ,• 



They know it. 



ERROL. 



RAMSAY. 



..ii'- 



?^i 



Is your majesty aware 
That Sir John AyliiBTe is arrived with the answer 
From England, to your majesty's demands ? 



<• 
i i.«*' 



JAMES. 



No ! Let«me see him. — Ha ! if it should be 
That they consent ; that we^re appointed heir ! 
Ha ! Weltita^ne'pitltfilg6> ere we go, my Lords J — 
We'll have forfMltoretf! We'H find out a flaw 
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In some of the pardons we have signed so often. 
There be mffli livings rich, contented fellowii 
Seised in broad lands, whose name was to the band 
For seizing our most sacred person^ signed 
And sealed — and sold to me by Francie BothweR 
Seven years ago. We'll have them every one ! 
We'll have them summoned Traitors at the eross» 
And seize the eastles, territories, lands !— 
Aka? what say you Lords ? you're silent aU« 

{He walki about$ rubbuig hm kandt-) 

MAXWELL TO LINDSAY. 

How like you this flaw-finding; good my Lord? 
Twill shorten some of us by the head. 

UNBSAT« 

No! no: 

He cares not for the liead I ^Twili cost broad hq^ 

To half a doosen I could name. 



UAXWSLL. 

EVetliii 
We^U find a flaw in owr aUegiaaoe^ EarL 

OSNTLBHAH USBSB 

Bom for the English Envoy, Sir Jcdm AyliflRB! 

JAMES. 

Smmnon our court dboot us. Call more Lords. 
Stand you fa^re diat curtain, tiiere's a hole wh; 
Attd^ Ramsay, keep your bonnet to the pane; 



(> 
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I would not hkve these purse-proud Englishmen 
Catch cold. — ^Take you this craclc'd legg'd chair away. 
Let me sit on the throne. c .^ k 

(Ike throne w wheeled tn, the courtiers fotni a group.) ^ ,,,, 

Now theh, admit nim ! . . j . r/ 
(ErHer Sir John Aytifffi.) 



We bid you wel^oMe to our court, Sir John. 
How fares our gracious sister^ Queen of England ? 

,0118 ^^0Y 9a/)0l4 AYLIFFE. 

She bids m© to commen4^^'^iy(Piiy gf^sfel 1^79 isisia oW 
And to set forth |lfftgfi?A*e ^.ftl JTOH/Sf^ficfeoia ad oiorii isY 
And all your land ; s^fijftv^^yj r^ j^^^^^ ^jnijli oris ifflW 
If H were her own.— xdinm oa baj^iu oiiub q oT 

JAMES. 
g3KAl 

ioxjd Diet florlT ^^^^ *'^^^'^' ' ^^^^^ «*^^ <Joe« ' 
She uses it as if it ^^Jp Jif5^|^e* ion oi/^ W .lowenu iiiO 
Rides the hjgh hQ^%,|ij^f,iy^p^,^g^^ ,^^ ^,^ ,^^ 

We, the true ow^er^99^-j^oji^|4^,^.^ ,^^ , ^, ^^.^^ ^^g 

And ttre b^spa^tjg^ jWi^§^^^jlj^^T,Ga§jg5)fe, ^^j^^g rf^jw 

We will not brook it, as we are it matt, x^ ^^^^ ^^^ \ y^g 

And Christian king ! What's her reply, Sir John, 

To our most just and re^i^^tA^ ^laim ? 



/ '/. ■'•. ;Lij'.i X 0^i.li 1 



So please you— ^^"'* -^^''- " ^'^ 



iSTfiB-ilahL^. 'AUKS.. -. |.v.. .!,)iia 



: :■ J 



But it does mot please mef sir. ,,v v 

What says shc^ yea or nay ? Will she forthwith 

Make solemn declaration to the worlds 

Ratified by her parliamenti that I, 

James Stewart^ king of Scots, am rightful heir. 

Next to her body, to the triple crown 

Of England. France^ and Ireland ? , m, 

.i^r-y " . .J UJO ')* JfllOJiaW L\0\ bid oW 

' i,*.'.i;:u^ -'■ !'/•">' n.^-J^ suoijcig ii/o eoiijl woU 

AYLIFFE. 

r r I ■ J Y ^ Please you, sire, 
The Queen, my mistress, bears you such affection, 
No sister ever lo^»IA%tothertt»r«P^^^"^<^"> ^^ ^"^ «^^^ ^^^ 
Yet there be grei«>iitM^vtfelSltt^ S*^^i ^^^*'^'* ^^^ ^^ ^'^^ 
Why she thinks pro^fU^m^'dpi^' < f*"^' '"^^ "^ ^"^^ 
To a claim urged so warmly. --"^o ^^^ ^'^^ ^' "^^ 

JAMES. 

Our answer. We are not TO ^fa)0?^k^fti,^^ '*' '^ ^^ '''''' ^^^ 

Nor are our SJ«/t*flf^§fcd' ~'' ^^^'' " " ' " "" 

But that we can pay^^tyftl'ltrk'ftl 

With fitting t^fife^^HiJ^^^i^V .- ^- 

Say I not well ? ^"^^^^ ""' '^^^ ^^ ^'* '^' ^^'^ '^ ■^*" '^''^ "^ '^ 

.nflol liS v^lqo^ 1^'* a'tfiHW ' -gmA uiiitxrrri;) bn/^ 
?raii3f^^^i^W?'?f bnF Uii\ ipmu wo ol 

I have a friend t)r two 
In Redesdale that I have ktotf visited 
For a long time. . >, vioij ^j^ 




^<^ 
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' BUCCLEUCH. '?'' 'f^'f^^^ 

I bug ta i0niit?iip«i -^tiJ 
My friend, the stout Lord Warder of Carlisle. - .^ir^.r-zim ^j/j 
I have to thimleliim "for the coaitesy ' ' ^'ui-: ^^oilW 

He showed me with a long shair^headed iMice^ ^ i -iia biiA 
When last we met upoil^tho marches. - ''-■ • '* v • bbii 

JAMES. 

<5.i 1/ f K Now, 

Give us yeur answer, sir. You see our Lords 
Stand byitji^c^gexj iW^Jifia^i fnake good our claim 
Injustice, ba§^4ifeifit5ii©xflc§i^ Al«)psa4id 6^?^^^?.^^ jnxsw oV/ 

riioLOJ bmjiil ..}. . ; '/ lojiii il^ile 7/01I JdU 

^ amubgiiJ nil J;oJ io fiwoiD silT 
My glorious mistress, Queen Elizabeth, 
Albeit unused to see her visitors 

•j^'j'j i TV A 

So richly trained, fears not out you shall find 

Fitting recepti<Mf,^^(^g!pyw brought with you 

Each individual Scot thaflA^tS Ai^il^^>:oTJ lliSc^ iIi->dL-Lii:i 

Yet would she rather ^ilS*f^4^Qtfiattig^^^ ri/» l^b IjjJ bnA 

Than teaching kindred nations to put on 

A scowl, as though the one>^^tuilwere French. 

We be both breathers of the British air, 

Nursed by its soil and spe^JLing 4e skme tot^Wi''^*' ^'^ <^I^ 

Divided -hostiie^^dbiMfiA of ^ch other, '^"^^ "^^-^ ^"^^ 

We have but half our strength J" But let uk'b*'^"^^^^^^ ^'V'^-^'* 

United— let the bpnhfi^ of England; ^^ ^ v "^^^"^^ >'^ 

Blush on the self satte shfelfdiW^ ifedrs t^^^ -^ ^' 

Let there be but one peiople Wabhe iawf ■ ' * '- '- .- ' 



* ■ d i « « 
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From end to end of all this sea girt isle, 

We shall show such a front to all the world, 

Afl shall send France and Spain to hide their heads 

Like htiwksjtefow tbfi eagle! Thus I give 

My message frota the Queen ; and af|eE.jHi» jh .Uf\^\.i\ vWl 

Whoso shall spread dissention 'tWieeafth^/rfaJiw^r ^j v^aA I 

And shall diwde»iiheclompaet unity :> u ja» ...7;,ii Ai 

Held by the silken, but enduring ho^d^i. y^n) -,;. ?, -I xjuV/ 

Of mutual service, he or she shall be 

A foe to both! „, , 

■'-'^ JAMES. 

'.?" & ro o>')> uoi 118 AQ'ii^a& \uq\ eu ovu) 

We want but^ffittr:"^'M^Mm'^§*^tlidEf>«IS«K^ .joi^awi nl 
But how |hall fitter way be found to join 
The lands, than by securing flrj^jje head 
The crown of both the kingdoms ? 

,fii9df/}\il3 noooP ^eaeilerrn euonolg t(M 
eioiiaiv loii 99a oi b9aunu liodlA 

AYLfFFE. 

biiA WrA? rj07 IjjcTton a-ixjol ,b9nim) vlfl9ii o^ 

Elizabeth still breatjMftiiin i^t^l^iioilj jod8 ffiubivibni j1o/53 
And but delays h^D^^»ftiif|§t4i4^ii^ loflifii orf.^ bluow ioY 

fTo Iwq oJ ^fiuiiBn boibiir J ^4111(19/59) nuAl 

Ha,Sir JohI^^^J{|jfeJ Jhi^ ye,gye for^^^^^^^ 
Our Latin Acciden(}S,],^,^|<^geg)ic|iai^an. ^.r, ^ ^^ ^^^^^^^ 
Whiptwisdorij>^|j^^,ja8rt^^8^n^^^^^^^ w . ,, .,1 >W 

"£i5 daf 5f«.- cito dat,]\^^^ l^&anslate, . , , , ,„^ ^^^^ , 

For that 9i!fe§pJi(i^h,Mi£fm?.F^t-^'v'^^ •>- 'i-'i^J 
-Agift'snogiftwheait's^delay^eatoo^^ ^ . ^,, ,^^^„ ,^j 
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ATLITT8. •''■ >'< O'Ov/t' W rt 

But Master Roger Ascham might supply me 

With a pat-answertng Apopthegm to that. 

'* Qui citim petit perdit^^'^en^hed thus^ 

*' Who grasps too quickly, loses/^ ... «,, ,. ,> 

-liilfOY iOD/,-- »?: JAMES. "'-'- 



^ -' — 



:"■•:« G J 



Not so, sir. ^ r/^ A 

That waits on umnner of tS^ grasping, sir, . ^ . .,,0 

But weHl_ta|p^^^^^ .^I^^ 

.rfiooi .ioJi fl//r..b be., fer^'^^ *^^«^^.F<*g?*r) 

^^KUiVl, liad j h'limiij b.i^ *b.>. i *■ J _ .n^.w ;^rtfft5feJ 
What noise is thatl is there a tumult out? , ^. r k ^« „ a 

Keep near me Lords. Go gather, some of you, 
What 'tis that makes the gJ^JJp^gr ^^^ farewell, sir ; 
We shall admit you sooiu, 14 * * , .^v 

(hxit Ayltffe. onouttng nearer.) 
«5^.W • shouts again ? 

I hope it's no uproaiious commonaltx« 
T J u ^iV^yi 1007 iin3 l(Jin bpon gr . .- :vv e^ij rtDJ.m oc; 
Led by tneir crop-eared, grim- faced mmisters,— , , , , ,„ 
- , , bfiJa od .airoos--vrfjBfn Jjj^on aTn^»i::^>^ orii )looi aW 

I'd mth^TdSe an^njjr^^fc^a^sc^^ ^.^;,,^„ .^„ ^^^ ^^ 

In stiff Ueneya bands. How noiF ? Whjat i&^it J ,^ r-orrii' 
,^no'n*?''^ r IdTtcrov aft? «).vo^ ii 'iw ,of6T"ijtr( DXi>ai head 

Gowrie! a GoviiieJt^^ivfl t<^\»«^vT'^^K t=^Ns<^iI^ 

vimMfiM^/. (re-entering.) 

.. . f^IeSsa 'j^dljfr maj est v, 
The townsmen ba^ sliM sh^pVanli^ml'the stVeAt-^-^ '^ ''^' 
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As if 'twere holiday, to welcome back 

The Earl of Gowrie. ^^ ^. 

-7: -.f ? ^ •:• ''vJl -■raz^M Tun 

V 

JAMES. ■ -: .r:;u /^ ifjiV/ 



0^ 



Ho! ho! hthdtaH? 
If it had been his father or his grdtiidsire, ^ 
It might have had bad issue. They were ever 
Bad neighbours to the crowa^ But he, sweet youth, 
Is nurtured up in learned innocence. 
A plodding youth, a' frite^d'of Theodore Beza« ^ 

Feacenil as cloisfer6a-mcbK.^ rve pareo the clam. 
Mark me^ my good Lord S^prton, of those tigers, — 
^d^4>y^^ ttuMeri^f ^y4 and drawn their teeth, 

Liia^ang th^m little land, and thinn'd their Name^ 

A J* J ^ xi_lii/P ^U^fKiU « 9?^"^ 8l ? ififli 8i Daren ^BflW 
As we did to th^ Dtoody Douglases. , , _, 

.liO^'lO 9mo? /I9flJB'C} OiJ «2b'I0J 901 X£9n q99^ 

V • X /. X xi- . ¥, -/T002 uoy Jimbc Ilfirfa oW 

Your majesty forgets that Im a JJouglas. 

_, , , xil/jncrnfnoo^jjgiiBOiqiJ on a'ii aqoil I 

So much the worse. Ye need not kiiit vouf brows. ^ t. t 

We took the Regent s bead, manr— zooks, be glad. , , ,j 

We took not yours. We re an auointedTtmr 

And ^-i^^ii^.i-ri-^^fiil^imuip .i2fii lOeauoD »urf 

Shall mai^^ 

In^heutitodf^ ptt^tb^oT the classics. 

(Enter Alexander Ruthvem^j^^i ^ aiiwoO 



;-3:;::a<590^t??J|lMege, 

My brother the Biartof;j3ew,«i^iie^Jy cow jdT 
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From foreign travel, craves permission, here 
To pay his duty to your majesty. 

JAMES. 

We're glad to have a bookman 'inongst our peers ; 
Twould please us were they all as deeply read, 
As we hear Oowrie is. Admit him straight. 

Exit, Alexander. 
We're fond of modest youth, brimful of Greek, 
But trembling at a word, like timid girls. 
You'll 8661 he'll quail beneath our royal glance. 

(Gowrie stands before him.) 
How, now ? what's this ? . WbfUi brawler have wq h^r« 
In burnished arois? ^Stfild.near me good my lords., 
What want ye here^ fAr^in such garb ? Gadsooks ! 
We are iw^ in a tilt yard. 

GOWRIE. 

I am come 
As fits a Scottish earl, to see the king. 
You said ydu wiihe^ my presence. 

JAMES. 

So I did— 
Yes, so I did ; but come not quite so near ; 
You are your father's son^-^^an inch or two 
Less broad, but quite as high ; your look's the same. 
£h ? Zooks ! an'twere not that the Castle hill 
In Stirling, saw his lordship's measure taken 
For the brave Maiden's collar, we might swear 
The brawny Janitor of Ruthven castle. 
We knew so well, stood stark before us there. 
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GOWRIE. 

1 am my father's son. 

JAMBS. 

Oh ! Devil doubts you ; 
t know you by the voice. What fool was that 
Tbjii^.tpld us you were heavy eyed with reading 
Through ponderous tomes in Padua — that you wore 
••-A doctor's gown^ and, to crown all^ were chosen 
Rector of that great university ? 

^''" GOWRIE. 

Au'%€^ are true. I spared not midnight lamps^ 
Nor tfin^ nor toil. I wore the Paduan cap, 
And was' & Paduan scholar. Other ties 
Are mine in Scotland. I have my fatheV'd name ; ' 
I wear my father's sword. 

iAMES. 

Gadzookers, man, 
Leave the old sword upon a rusty nail, 
I can't endure the sight of it. No good 
Attendsit, You're a pupil of old Beza, 
Doctissimus Amicvs Theodorus, 
A poet of the best. A luscious muse. 
You'yf^jead his Juvenilia? A sad rogue, 
Old Theodore. You know the epigram 
On his three ,^ives?— -'tis a shrewd play, my lords. 
On opus-H^8— opem. 

, (The lords do fwt appear to understand,) 

His first wife 



K 
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Was beautiful-— the second rich, that's opes. 
The third wife nursed him in old age, that's ojpeid. 
Opus for love ; opes for money ; opem help. 
You know it, Gowrie ? 



{J 



OOWRIE. 



; And despise the baseness . n.j. 

That would iix^ult an did man's silver hair. 
With ribald mi^rlJu . 



• i- 



■•- t ; 



-4' * 



• .j.:.>: .:!: 



JAMES. 



Gfiulzooks I young gentleman. 
You choose not gentle words. Is he still gay. 

Old Bezali-"' -iov of^ bi.>\ 

A.o II. *'^ ooWRIE. / .. , , ^ 

Filled with noble gentlenMft^.: . j c.^r>.: -;:^ I iiJoiT >0 
He looks as ^qjjfihMl^DjpKj^g be^,^? }o tOL^a £ Msid mui r 
And 8ees.jfe?ijyfliry^(^s aff^;5^^^s^,. j ,, - Lioori- all 

As higher b«ag9jooJ^,opj^^a\,t j^is^JiH^^ ^^: • ^;lo// 
The good in all^^. 4fl<| tJioug)i,he^]^fypieshtJ3^ P<q»^>;^^^ bah 
He hates him not j ^fi^ tifp^sh^ ai4% Ifch^vChWfcdiefciiila A 
In working out their %^f;>p^oM^;)lps[^^l^ : >:;.\ ;^lijow aW 
The o'er sanguiae wo^k^rsj, -_q.^i;.;^j,(| rv^v ..^ i.o^ worfs HI 

. ..,- ?^ • *; ■■ .!:-.jv I ^n*^^-v.- e-.aioD , naOO 
I've read his book twice over, and can se^ , , 
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Ony two errors in hit syntaxis. 
He's a great man ; but certainly after " nt/' 
He should have put an " esset ; "the subjunctive, 
You know, my lords, should always follow **ut" 






'■•■', V r 



QOWRIB. 

He leaves such trifli^s as mere tricks of style 
To vulgar pedanUk Honoured, wise/ bflov*d,-- 
He coins his great heart into noble thougM^/ 

And scatters them like gold. 

., 1.-' - . 

And do you think • S. '. 
The rules of grammar such mere trifles, sir ? 
Not so, Gadzooks, not so — they're all in all. 
I tell you, though I've never been a rector 
Of Padua, I know more Latinity ^ ' " ^^ '- \" ^ ' '^ ' "'■ 
Than half a score of Be:^. Zodki/ttty lottfs; • 

He should have put an '* esset.* Cteorge 13uchanan 
Would have well tickled him t<y putan ^' eipaf 
And hot a»' * esset ** after ** ut*'* I know it; — 
A child .migbt tell you As we are a king 
We would have whipt a school-boy for the fault. 
I'll show you the very passage — I've the book. 
Hech ! this is pleasant ; this is merry talk- 
Leave that great sword at home, and visit me 
Often 'j come often— I would talk with you 
Of some important theories of grammar 
I've studied lately. 
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{He rises — tke courtiers mir^le in groups.) 

Ramsay^ come this way. 
You heard the English answer ; not a doit 
For me from Cecil ; our grim sister Bess, 
Says " no " to our demand ; go see the cardinal. 
And Gomez too* Tell them I hunt the deer 
To-morrow in the woods at Roslin. There 
I'll see them on the stroke of nine. Gold ducatfi 
Weigh just as heavily as English crowns. 



RAMSEY. 



I will my liege. 



JAMES. 



And now, my loving lords, 
We bid you all good morrow, and farewell. 

(Exeunt James, Ramsay, and the rest. As they are going.) 



GOWRIE TO MAXWELL. 

Pray, will your lordskip tell me, which was Ramsay ? 



MAXWELL. 

The dapper youth that stood beside the king. 
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GOWRIfi. 

He with the silken doublet and white plume 
In his black velvet cap ? I give you thanks. 
I marked him ere I knew that it was he. 

Exeunt 

END OF THE SECOND ACT» 
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ACT THIRD. 

-..Iff .4 

SCENE I. ..m: :;.,.-:: 

TAe iSKgA Street of Edinburgh, near the Tolbooth, Citizens 
assembled to see a Witches Execution. 



>--«■■>•■ ' . ,. . r 

it^aJ - ■ ■ ■■ --■■ -' ' - 



VOICES. 

The witefe^ the^itch ! hoo ! hoc ! 

FIRST CITIZEN. 

D'ye think she's coming iooii, John Griinnlestane ? 

4»iU^mmEOTrAKfi. 

Oo, aye, but Jamie's had her down all day 
At Holyrood. He's an auld farrant man- 
Our Jamie, though he's not so monarch-like 
As him that died at Flodden. 



At finding witches. 



SECOND citi2;en. 

, He's deep learned 
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FIRST CITIZEN. 

Not an auld crone can glee. 
But he'll see two or three spirits in her look. 
This ane's well kent to be a leading witch ; 
And James discovered her himself. 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

I wish 
He would make haste, and let the Jaud come up, 
I'll hae a rattle at her with a 8tane« 

. , „ \ • . ,. ' ^ ■'.'■'''*''■■•*, ^ ■.. 

'^^'" ORUNNLEStANE. '.. .^ "'''"'" ' 

Hoot man ! 'twad be a wastry of the causeway. 
She'll find the rope will do her business. 

A BOY. 

■ •■■ '-^'-^^^ no.!iv^flI she? '■ 
Lord, if the devil should come and help her, father ? 



vl. 



There's Master Bruce, and godly Andrew Melvil, 

They'll pray old Satan int^^titeaBeAiftDW^ 

In half an hour. .. .4 r. < wrt T t i r -^^^^ 

Will he CQ|^fefjdtbAi8;boniftt; .lj a a/ 



Wheesht, lad ! ye're speaking of the devil's horns ; 
Here's a 8td««lkhb^ hi^coming up now 
With Restalrig. 



V .i- 
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SECOND CITIZEN. 

Who is it? 

ORUNNLESTANE. ' 

It^s a Papist^ 
A regular Roman Imagemonger. Lord ! 
If auld John Knox was living, there would be 
A shindy soon. 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

That birkie with his beard 
Would have a gully through his silken doublet. 

VOICES. 

Out on him ! Down with Spain ! out on him ! out on him 1 
[Enter Restalrig and Don Gomez. 

RESTALRIO. 

What is the mat^f ?.' Ha ! my trusty 'friend . 
Good Johnnie Grvij:^nile3tane, are ye still founds 
In the Lawn oiarkQt ? 

GRUNNLESTANE. 

I could not think it, Laird, 
That ye'd be friendly with a Papisher, 
Like him that's at yer side. 

RESTALRIG. 

A Papisher ! 
He's a rough, honest, blunt old Cavalier ! 
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And if he's in the service of King Philip 
He cannot spit upon the old Pope's beard. 
Tush; man; he's a bluff soldier^ strong in the arm. 
And tall. He's sold his body to the King^ 
And gives his soul to the bargain. 

GRUNNLESTANE. 

Oh! Laird! Laird! 
Ye're just the auld man yet. 

RBSTALRIQ. 

Call off your friends. 
I would not' have a foreign gentleman. 
No, though he were a Turk, be villanous used 
In our poor city. 

GRUNNLESTANE. 

Friends, it is na well 
To take the law into our hands. This man 
Is not so bad as some of our own nobles^ 
And helps the pope, because he kens no better. 
Come this way, lads. The witch has left the court 
And travels up the Canongate. This way ! 

Exit Grunnlestane followed hy the crowd crying. 
Hoo ! Hoo ! the witch ! the witch ! hoo ! hoo ! 



Of Scotland's King ? 



RESTALRIG. 

What think you, sir. 
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GOMEZ. 

First, let me thank you, friend. 
That you called off the zealous Christians 
Who seem fit subjects for so wise a witchfinder. 
I might have had my liead crack 'd. 

RESTALRIG. 

Better that 
Than have your neck stretched. 

GOMEZ. 

Ah ! poor wretched thing ! 
She's old, of course, and ugly. 

RESTALRIG. 

Janet Ord, 
So she is called, has other signs besides 
Of being a true worshipper of Old Nick. 
She has some money, sir, and James is poor. 
And as in these dull times of loyalty 
There come no forfeitures of lord's estates. 
Poor Janet's hoard of eight or ten score nobles 
Gives him a marvellous insight of her crimes. 

GOMEZ. 

He's a brave prince ! 

RESTALRIG. 

As e'er wore wooden sword. 
And charged small children on a hobby horse! 
You've seen him lately ? 
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GOMEZ. 

'Twas but yesterday. 

RESTALRIG. 

Indeed ? I've led so dull a life of late 

I have heard nothing. I've but come to day 

To this gay city with my daughter Kate, 

Whom I've bestowed with the good Countess Gowiie. 

GOMEZ. 

Fair Restalrig, I've ever held you friend 
Since we were youths in Flanders. I made known 
What aims were mine. I showed you Alva's letter ; 
And though I claimed no aid, I knew your heart 
Was with us. 

RESTALRIG. 

But I never told you so. 

GOMEZ. 

Now there's a bar, I fear, to our further progress. 
Lord Gowrie is returned ; a dangerous youth ; 



RESTALRIG. 

What ! dangerous ! net a whit ! 

GOMEZ. 

It was his father. 
If I have read your Scottish history. 
Who seized this very king when he was young, 
And ruled for ten whole months in James's name. 
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RESTALRIG. 

All ! this is not a ruffler like his father. 

GOMEZ. 

But his mere name has weight. I fear, my friend. 
He'll be a stumbling-block between the kin^ 
And his best friends. 

RESTALRIG. 

I pray you, dear Don Gomez, 
To treat me as a child, with all to learn. 
I know not who are James's best friends now. 
In my time^ they have always been the friends 
That held the prince's ear. 

GOMEZ. 

Methinks, de^r Laird, 
I may confide in you. 



Try me. 



RESTALRIG. 

I give no promise. 



GOMEZ. 

Young Gowrie is the very man 
I'm most afraid of. He's inveterate 
In heresies and schisms. 

RESTALRIG. 

Oh ! pardon me. 
You hurt my conscience. 
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GOMEZ. 

Ha ! ha !— WeU, he is 
An enemy of the Pope, and frowns on Spain. 
If he should join the party of the English, 
The king, I fear, would hardly be persuaded^ 
Tho' he has promised on his royal word 
To take the bold step we advise him to — 



RESTALRIG. 



Which is ? 



GOMEZ. 

I told you once before 

RESTALRIG. 

Oh ! did you ? 



What was't ? 



GOMEZ. 

To march at once across the Tweed, 
Give liberty of conscience, call to him 
Tlie Catholic nobles of the north, and force 
The queen to affirm his title. 

RESTALRIG. 

Joumeyings 
Cost money, good Don Gomez* 
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GOMEZ. 

So he said 
When r was with him for an hour or two, 
In RosHn woods. 

RESTALRIG, 

And what was your reply ? 

GOMEZ. 

That Spain had coffers running o'er with gold. 

RESTALRIG. 

Then take a friend's advice, my old companion, 
Send over some of it at once. No words 
Are equal to the sight with actual eyes 
Of the rich coin. 

GOMEZ. 

Some store of it is come. 



RESTALRIG. 



How much ? 



GOMEZ. 

A few score thousand ducats. 

RESTALRIG. 

The devil they are ! Twould be a pleasant sight 
To see them. They would be rare monsters here j 
More curious than a dozen sea-green mermaids. 
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GOMEZ. 

Why, you shall see a jar or two of them. 

RESTALRIG. 

A jar or two ? that's of bad omen^ Gomez ; 
Is't to preserve them, they are put in jars ? 

GOMEZ. 

Aye ; for our friends. Now, gallant Restalrig, 
Such treasure is not safely stowed, unless 
'Tis in strong hands. Would you, for friendship's sake ! 
Take charge of two or thrpe jars? 

RESTALRIG. 

You try my friendship 
Too hardly ; yet, I can't refuse. If once 
They are bestowed in stout old Fastcastle, 
He'll have a devil of a tussle for it. 
That tries to get them out of it again. 

GOMEZ. 

I'll send them. 

RESTALRIG. 

No, no ; let me send a friend. 
One Bower; a faithful, stupid, strong-nerved fellow. 
He'll carry them, I warrant, to my house. 
But mark me, Gomez, I'm a quiet man, 
I have no hand in plots and stratagems. 
I lead a noiseless life ; a country laird 
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Partial to turnips ; no indifferent judge 
Of stall-fed oxen ; — ^but no plots no plots. 

GOMEZ. 

The very reason I applied to you. 

Twill pluck both eyes out of the hag Suspicion, 

The very name of 'honest Restalrig.' 

You'll send to-night ? They're threescore thousand ducats. 

Send no receipt. 

RESTALRIG. 

Oh, no, I don't intend. 
It might have' awkward consequences. 



GOMEZ. 



Now 



We had better part. At eight to-ni ht. 



RESTALRIG. 

At eight. — 

Exit Gomez* 

Oh ; father Abraham, am I turned a Jew ? 
Full three score thousand ducats ! In good time 
This Spanish Galleon, the Don Gomez, filled 
With massive ore shall sail into our port 
With the whole cargo, promised by the Pope 
And surly Philip. When we have the king 
Safe lodged in my great hall of audience. 
With the six chairs, and the three broken benches,^ 
We shall be able to give royal cheer ! 
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Oowrie and I, — I love him for the sake 

Of his dead father — shall divide the power. 

And when the English crown comes, too? Why, then, , 

There will be plenty for us all. Meanwhile, 

Ayliffe must be close watch'd, — the noble Gowrie, 

Spirited on to do as his father did. 

We'll have no killing : better to use the name 

Than lift into the throne another king, 

Though Gowrie» through his mother, granddaughter 

To Margaret of England, comes more near 

Than any one besides. He's a good youth, 

I love him. I must hurry back again 

To see my Catherine. Iv'e a shrewd suspicion 

She loves him, too. Our royal son-in-law ! 

It may be ; — but not yet — ^not yet. — 

{Exit) 

SCENE. 

The Queen*s Garden at Hol^rood. 

The Queen, Beatrix, Ladies, j 

QUEEN. 

But we are cousins, sweetest Beatrix, 

And though we are your Qaeen^ we would far rather 

Be sister to your heart. 

BEATRIX. 

Oh ! gracious madam ; 
You make me proud to hear you in such praise 
Of me and mine. 

M 
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QUEEN. ''^' ' 



r. 



: J 



But, you deserve it, sweet ; 
Yet, though I told your brother we were friends. 
And that he could not vi$it me too often. 
He's but a truant k^ight. I have not seen him 
Since, — such a weary time agone it seeitos-^' 
Since a whole day. 

BEATRIX. 



iJi .1' 



■.».^j 



'< 



iTo find me here. 



He pcxH&is^f please yo^ madam,. 



<tUBfeN. 



Oh ! Hell find mor&miPydvfiO 
When does he come ? WeVe such a lifefess cdifrfr/^^^^-^ 
The coming of a noble gentleman, ''^-"^ "-^^^.11 

,.^{ftOg^ anigaUa^t as yoiir brothec is, ' '^ ^^ -'- ^^ ^ 
Is as a stone thrown m a lazy strean^, * -** 

Dashing it all in sparkles, till each drop 
Shines like a sunlit dikaLOHmd^ Let us wait 
His coming he^e^ . . We look, I think my friends. 
Best in our flower garden. Scotland borrows 
Por one short month, in all the rolling yeaf,'^*'^'*' *-'^ 
Some of the duskier day^ of Italy, 
And calls them summer. Ah ! Lord Cowrie brings 
More warrant of the true Italian skies 
On his bronzed cheek, and in his lustro'us'^^^;'** '^- ' '-" 
In which the sun has sunk with all hiS*bein»sr; * 
And shines, as from within the clear blue heav9|)f - 



y^r- 
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In every look ! — See» he is comings ladies : 
How like a fancied God of Heathendom ! 
He walks, as if on message from Old Jove — 
He slept on the blue air of Grecian hills. 



BEATRIX. 



Oh ! madam, it makes music in my heart, 
To hear you speak of my dear brother thus ! 



QUEEN. 

Tisj^bui the heart, as well as music to it. 



CEntiT Qowrie.J 

Oh !^ ^reant Cavalier, and false, false knight ! 

Know you, we poor imprisbne4 ilamsels 

Have piiied, again to see the Paladin ' - '•- 

Who vowed his service to us ? 

CJame* and Mamsatf, appear at the back scene and Hsten.} 



OOWRIE. 



But truthful ever. 



Nay, not fidse ; 



OUEBN. 



y-rni\ ■ .-.■w-: ■ ■ r t.\ 



Hav^ you shown it, sir. 
In faithful const%iM[;y ? Wbjere have you been i 
We looked to heijir your voice in tlolyrood 
Ere thi^u 
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GOWRI£. 



My gracioQs lady, on my.ktuse, ....■■ 
Let me make humble suit to be forgiven. 
If this poor bodily shape and outward form 
HaTOi by^the tlabbotii hws of earthly matter. 
Been absent from your noble company. 
Yet the etherial worthier part of me , ^ ,^ .. | /t.,:i., x/l 

Hath wandered through the viewless atmosphere,, ,/*^x; ;^ r^ //5 
And been beside you ; breathing (as souls breath) 
The purity that spreads round you like the air* 

Fair words, sir knight ; but said ili such 'a Sort, ^ 

As if translated from some foreign tongue ; 

Not from the heart. We ygVA^,P9J^f^ch words. 

But actions more ; and, as a punishment, , . . r t/t 

We bmd you with this thaidiund plaee this Bower , V n -^i^ 

^ , ^ " v^'. i ■' -■■■ O' i rnr.a-M i. ..UTut lli^ iO 

m vour breasL. 'c i,^ ^ » . ^ 



• ■ ■ 



Upon your breast. 

{She takes off her ckain.ja^j^^^erjtr^ ,dr 

That, wiien you gaz^ W-Xi * . ^ T/i 

You may remember a true friend like me. 
Athole and Lady Beatrix, bring^^t)^ 
The culprit. We ourself will wind the chain, 
And fix the badge of puni^^^^r^jiyflji^j^^^ 
With our own hand. . , , r : f v .,,j^...)f{ ^p.jO 

(^The ladies bring himformar^\\ hr. f 
Kneel traitor ; there, and there, — 
{She fixes the chain andfiower.) 
Was ever falsehood half so lightly ^faisJled ! 



A- tRAGkiDt.' ^ ^ '^^ ' 8^^ 



BEATRIX (rushing to her,) 

Oh ! Ca£ffiBrine;-:aear Catherine! . ,,, ,.^. . 

:.- ■ ■ ^J 

GOWRIB. (iArowmg off the chain md ^wet^yU 

Off! away! " / %. 

Madam, I may not wear-your chain, n<>rfroweJ> '"'*"' '''' ' *^ 
Sweet Catherine, you fire weeping ! "'^-* ' ' "'-''^^''''' ' '^ 

CATHERINE. 

Let nde go, 

I would I were at Fastcastle a^ain * ,l i . '■ tt 

-.'j'^ omo« raoit bi>)f/-j** irv ^ i ;:;iV 

JJ;^r: t""^ ^^^^^""^--^ dim aox biu./ w; 

Of all that I possess to my liege Lady.; ^,^,,j ,^., ^,^.,, . 

And as the fairest of my havings, and 

The rictM^rized, I hei^ pfe^Wj^tf '''^^ ^'^'^ ^'^''^ '^' ^ 
My daughter Kate. "'^ 

IsthistfiegMtirtftaBrea-bi^^- ^ ' ' ^"^ ^ ■- 
Dear Beatrix ? I thank you, Restalrig, 
And prize the gift. Shef^s very youhg, I think. 



.;i 



r "I 



. i ■ J -- — 



Faith ; not iso* yoaiig, but that fih6 has a will 



V.' 
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Of her own : and thinks her wiser than her father. 

1 '■•'\i---,^ 

But nOy not so ; my Kate's a dutiful girl. 
And of a loving heart. 

QUBBN. 

Indeed ! so soon ? 
Tis time enough to have a loving heart, 
When there be fitting object for it to love. 
I do not like those loving hearts, which girls 
Have now-a-days. And 'has she found a heart 
As loving in returni^. ■ .. ■ 



f i 



}■. 






RESTALRIG. 



A heart that's rather old, but that's a trifle ; 

A true, fond heart that feels itself grow young * ^'"^^ ^ 

When Kate is by. -ForTsytteen years, or so, 

It has loved no one else ; ai^d that old heart 

Is here, in tms bid Breast.—- Curtsey, dear Kate, 

The queen will take youic, service. 

Thank you, madam ; 
But father, if you pleasg, J 'dither go 
Back to our home. 

( • > -. 

RBSTALRI6. 

Hush^A! you'll soon go back. 
Sweet Lady Beatrix, youVe/ia^fin pharge. - y^ , < ^\ 
Of this young child. Mad W^itl^^.^^ij^WgOfifs— < : • 



i ! ' \, 
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. ^ r* . . . [Bows and is going. 

Wiirt please you go with me, Lord Gowriet • ' ^ '^^ " ' 

QUEEN. . .- . -.-.iA 

No. 
Fair. Restalrig, this is discourteous. 
To tear our paladin away from us. 
But let him go, I see he'd rather go » 
There's nothing hare to tempt him. 

CatherinWJ':*! m ^.i^voi «.ii 
You will not go to Fastcastle ! 



.' I. I' ■■•ii ":■ i.'i L.. -: 



^ ^fi'd-i^t 



If I might go. 



1^ / '. > 



OATHEBINB. 

" ' i^h) 7'»flJjG7 e\t:3rfi ii^^oA?. /. 

•' ■ ^ '. ?■ \voii fc/iut .:-H../ ;; 

She will ^ot, "ft^Wrig f * ' 

No, no, she shall not ^|,j^^j|]^^l remain 

Some month or twain, with noble Countess Gowrie 

Have with you then ! — Farewell ! I tak6* my leaVe. ^ 

{Exeunt Restalrig, Catherine, and Gowrie.) 

A country puss ! with sly riiueh n?eaning eye^tr-* , 
ru teach this Catherhie Logan^to aspire, . . ^ ^ 



4». t 
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To match hereelf above her sphere. CJome ladiesi 
The son's gone in, 'tis chilly. Let us go. 

(Exeunt Queen and Ladies) 

James and Ramsay come forward. 

JAMES. 

I saw her — saw her with these bodily eyes ! 
Did you not see her Ramsay ? By the Lord, 
She bent her head upon his very button. 
And looked at him, as if his cheeks were cherries ! 
(And Anne's a devil for fruit.) 

RAMSAY. 

I think, my Liege, 
He looked as if her royal cheeks were peaches ; 
I never saw such looks. 

JAMES. 

As we^re crowned king, 
I think there must be witchcraft. Ha ! gadzooks ! 
If we could hang him for a wizard— eh ? 
What think ye ? There's fat land beside the Tay. 
But Annet What means the queen ? 

RAMSAY. 

She's no great judge ! 
'Tween man and man, if I may make so bold, — 
If she hold balance 'tween such paltry limbs 
As Gowrie's, and the full grown dignity 
Of my dear master. 



A TRAGEDY. 89 



JAMES. 

Troth she's but a tocA ; 
For, as ye 8ay» Sir John, though not so tall 
By half an inch^ or so, I'm twice as fat^ 
And three times heavier. She's a silly queen— 
A silly queen — I think that she's led on 
By that bold Beatrix. A Ruthven^ too» 
And all as fearless as a gled. What| man i 
I thought you liked the lassie. Zook% be brave ! 
Marry her, and sheMl have enough to do, 
BUnding the eyes of her own man, without 
Helping another's wife to throw gdd chains— 
And Geordie Heriot not yet paid for them — 
Round young men's necks. 

RAMSAY. 

* I fear I dare not, sire, 

JAMES. 

Dare not ? dare what ? to marry her ? you're right, 

'Twould need the heart of Archibald Bell-the-cat, 

One of the bloody Douglases ! (God wot ; 

Wherever kings'get thrappled or imprisoned, 

Be sure a Douglas or a Ruthven's near.) 

I say 'twould frighten Archibald Bell-the-cat, 

To wed that wild eyed Lady Beatrix; — 

And there's small coin ; there's that young Alexander ; 

And John may marry. 'Deed, unless we hang'd them, 

The brothers, I mean, 'twould be a begglary match. 

N 
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RAMSAY. 

Unless that frortt ycjni getti6roil4 larg««ies— 

JAMES. 

Largesses quotha ? what have I to give ? 

Plack, bodle, nor bawbee belongs to me. jiioU 



RAMSAY. .. .. eioi^ill 

Not when the Spanish gold ? "' ^^^ ^^^i^ 

«; J i:ji3 ifiirrj oT 



f . r» 



JAMES. 



Ha I say yoa' so? ■ ^ v.-i. jiidj mal SI 
Wait till it comes, lad. But Pll tcU you, 3M\f \,m,oS\ VJ 
There's Restalrig's young datighter. Now therJtiifftnoffI 
Thinks he's too deep for me, but verbum sap ; 
His name was in the bond at Ruthven's Raid, 
And tliough he's pardoned in a kind of way. 
And paid two thirds^ and may be a little more. 
Of lands and houses ; — there's some ht'tk left' j. ' 
And we can 'taint the Laird and all his kirir' ' ' ' ' ' * ' ^ 
And ye'U have Restalrig and Fastcastle. 
What think ye ? And if so, and you be seised 
In both of them, ye would not grudge a third. 
Say but a third, to me ? Come is't a bargain ? 

RAMSAY. 

So I get all— 
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JAMES. 



I want no third of her. She's all your own. 



' 'fiUl I 



RAMSAY. 

Done. 

JAMES. 



. . ■ I J 






V 



There's a trusty, honest, loving subject! 

And are we not a king ? And show regard 

To truth and justice, bearing the royal sword, 

A terror and a dread to evil doers. 

But a protection, and a wot^ of praise 

To him that doeth well p<We>ll,have the third 

Of Restalrig Ihht's nearest to tb^ park; . .^ j|,i ... /} 

Therdtj^ftfaioUsAslfingiaLoclbfen^* -J; ^ otmU 

. , RAMSAY. 

in this que^t,I ^ise the enmity - « ""^ 

Of powerful meni"' ' ' ' -LiiLfiO 

JAMES. ■ • ■• -^' »''>' 

Where are they ? Where'p t^e man . . 
Has power to hinder, when we help the cpu^e?^, i w , > 



RAMSAY. 

If Qowrie — 
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bs^a olinag ban ieota oa inoe ov/jd bluoif^ oY 

Zook's ! we'll have that birkie's Iiead, 

Or he'll have ours. Fll^MitSiEJ^^een my mind ! 

To think of su^fl^lyg^giQ}^}^ ,oH 

Fear not^ friend Ramsay ye'll possess the girl^ 

And two thirds, — them next Musselburgh links 

Of all the lands. — But hefg%^tt^ very man. 

.001 a^jO'-'Vi r. rM' -oi-^EikmiRestgBBig^llsW 

Here's RestaliigtJbivi8el&9ct(We spoke Jbf :jmili ion bluow oY 

And wondeieAMyc(fir,l9^reii»ahlaiatrdii^f|grci^*c)n 8'eila iu9 

To Holyrod^/lo^fttoandU (paife^atJEaifi-; vjiUm ii bqAU adS 

So valued as you arteuii oy ^^oii ^o{ oirji I ^lia i oiiwoO iA 

.oeuoil iudJ ni lohl'gucb luoY 
RESTALRIG. 

I thank my Liege 
Upon my knee. ,oifljAT83jr 

,93oiJ Yoi f^o§ ! ilA JAMES. 

qidaooaBiaiBupoB odi ^snibnuja bio lo eiP 

There was no truer subject in the realm. 
Rise Restalrig* I think I sWifWen now, 

I aJooxuijU »rijIoiaoidO luo fai39i av*"! ! ml A 
Iv'e lodged h^x v^^%i'0n^%&^^bii'''''-'-' «'^^' ^ ■■'^'' ^^ 

Sir, its like lodgiDgifMj^ecHBi' among' b»w^»..' . > u .ii^. i 



^Hy,J,M^Rha ill . ^a 

Ye should have sent so meek and gentle eyed 
A lass as your's to other h^^^tjian theirs. 

.bsoil a'oijhid Icrfi ovcri ll'ow ' a^JooS 

! bflirfl x,^n nooS^f^VfM^lVl <8iuo 07cd Il'od lO 

Her Majest^a^tfefealfftBpfefflHy^^^ ''^ ^""'^ ^^ 

Jiig Ofli i^sDcjsocj IC'jy ^namGfl lmo\i\ ,Jon lissl 

WelV\vvttBAaoflheti2'\ She's like a pigeon too. 
Ye would not tlmlc^it Bir^^^-dbi^lookb>M«&iliiU^^^oH p'oioU 
But she's nolvfn]^t»bsd: at a htBPfrk.'^ j@a(d2^KftU9^'i>"'^ '' l^iiA 
She likes it rather ;-ttijflawiieq$ Kowi^tfhd 46okdd><>r^lolI oT 
At Gowrie ; sir, I rede ye, how ye truirtrii //oy an boulny 08 
Your daughter in that house, 

og9f J vrn AcimU 1 

RESTALRIO. ^Ofl^ Y«I ^OqU 

gaM/.i^*^' good my Liege, 
Tis of old standinj^, the acquaintanceship 

.tnlnoi i)ih fli .too(<fiJa teini on efiw oidrfT 
.won fl^MWRBs: J Aimb 1 .giifeJadH saifl 

Aha I^Fve read our Chronicles* Gadzooks ! 

T doubt your friendship ft^ liQ()rdr Riithven, dates 

As longl)^p>L as a,jtifp,^,^§ j^ot of, sir. 

When I was gue^tp^h^^^^^^^^ ^3^, j^ f,^, ^,^, 

That were harsh Landlord^,,. %tw,%j^^/h^^ {^^^ 

'Faith, sir, the payittWit! waa q» th«e»0^ri,«^>I q;IiI ah ^uS 
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As Tve heard tell. Your host's had little gain 
By their great customers. It breaks an Inn 
When Boniface must find the f)*c^v^der 
And pay the bill,, topf.r <. 

■>..-,' , ■ "jo fiiw jI 

-'.nm-v...,^ JAMES. ' "--'i'-^WoIl 

Such an inn as their^,^,^^^ j^^^ 
Should look for weaker customers. We're not ., ^„ r^r\ 
To be hoodwinked like other men, or led ^^ *^^i/r 

Or trapt — no by the mass — faugh ! silly speech .^^^ ttr » 
We have no masses now. But Iv'e some though t^ ^^SmfiO 
That others clubbed their store to pay the reckoniijg ^ pry 
For our providing. Did you keep your hand , , : i,^^ < 
Outside your pocket, Laird? , ..i.'i 

i ' * aiii !io(|'j 

-:.-.. - - An't please.yotij^ii«f- ^.bxuO i'oU 

Iv'e lived on Scottish ground some fifty ye«r8^^ ^^ » i-< i, <sill 
A little more or less ; — and have beea called on- * ■ > ^i* i 
To aid the owmous dish on such like daifias - '* ^ ■ ^ 

So often, that it mattered wondrous little • ^^^'i- --^j -^ ^^jJ 
Which side of the bare pouch my hand was on. 
I can count my subscriptions by estates ; 
And on whichever side the shot was due, 
Some part of it, by some strange accident 
Fell still to me. 

JAMES. 

Ay ? is it so ? 



"'a tKAGtikl •■ 9S 



t \ 






( . 



Sometiines,— " 
It was before your gracious majesty, 
Held with strong hand the reins of government — 
It was a kingsman dirled at my door. 
And provect t was a liegeman of the queen. 
Off went a farm or two in Perthsliire. — ^Then 
Next month, came a stout queensman; he mkde proof 
I held with Moray and the King ; Aw bill ' ■' ' ' 

Came ^d fivelnindred acres in the Merse. 
Wise Lei^iti^on and Orange took solemn oatli, 
I held with MoWon,— do Lord Thirleslane nbW' ' ^ 

Rides in my boots o'er all the flow*ryhoW;^ '''^ o:.:.^. * 
Upon the Blacader. But, ere half a year, 
Comes Morton like a devil from Dalkeith, 
Invests us in the Castle up the^ way ; 
Bombards usf^^^anpea-us^ hangs poor Grange, and sends 
His dish roundibr another charity,—- - nj i)ovn o vi 

Till not a shadow ota gftble end « ^ lorn JjJii A 

Or blade of grass .belonging to my name • aiwo jiIj bin aT 
Lies on the silver Tay. - • » ,n£»i)( oc 



JAMES. 



But Restalrig 
Is yours still ; so is Fastcastle : far better 
To have in safety, and assured possession. 
Under the shadow of a powerful king, 
What little's left, than hold on changeful tenure 
Whole counties in a faction- weakened land I 



I ' . . »■ ■ 

» • k I I ■ , I » - 
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RESTALRIO. 



Yet, my good Liege, if without risking any» 
A little could be added to one's store ? 
Twere a shrewd game. 



V ' .v^ 



JAMES. 

rd give no little sum 
To know the moves. 

RESTALRIO. 

I think there may be found 
A teacher who would clijx you close for once 
Dame Chance's wingSi and keep the hood on her. 
So she might never leave your royal wrist. 

3AMW. 

Ha ! say you sd ? Get out of earshot^ -Hamsay-^ 

[Ramsay retires. 
Say on, say on. How can we fill the purse, 
And run no risk of losing purse and coin ? 

RESTALRIG. 

My Liege, Pm little used to state devices, 

And speak with deep submission to your Grace^ 

As wisest of the Scots, no less than King. 

JAMES. 

Ha ! very fair-*-« sensible beginning. 



■ «> 
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RESTALRIG. 

. I. • i ■- J. 

I was an dd acquaintance of Don Gomez. 



JAMES. 

Aye ? Were ye so ? 

RESTALRIG. 

In Flanders, 

We met. I've seen him once, or twice, or thrice — 
Of late* 

And has he told you anything ? 
For^ if he has, let not a word go farther. 



5 • 



.\.'J,'* f ■ » 



f% 



■ l.''> 



RESTAtiil^. 

Oh — ^he has tolA^a^ liothrbg of his secrets, 
For Fm no busy, meddling politician. 
Haying had dear experience of the cost, 
As I have told yout grace. 



.> 



JAMES. 

What said he, then ? 

RESTALRIG. 



M 



Little* But this I gathered from his talk. 
That on a whisper from your majesty. 
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He's ready to p6ur oiil intb^tifeifesitm^ 

More gold than Georglc Heriot could count over 

In half a y^ar. 

- f ./ - ^ i 

JAMES. 

But with conditionals in^^ ^I 
Hard, hard conditions. Call ye that no risk ? 
Zooksy if Elizabeth should hear a word 
Of what we're ettling, we might whistle, sir ; 
We and all Scotland, France and Spain, to boot, 
E're we should catch a glimpse of English grQuil4rTic>ofa I 
Much less of Windsor. r^j r :».: i V 



RESTALRIG. 

But the coin, my liege, . 
You'll not reject it? 



'■■ ■ ./ .-. 



JAMES. 



Who e'er thought of that ? 
I never heard of any of liiy kin 
That thought of such a thing. Reject the coin ! 
I wish to God they'd put it in our power. 



RESTALRia 

My Liege, it is the duty of us all 
To enrich our land — 



JAMES. 

Have you come all this way 
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From your cauld rock i^. l^er^icl^sh^ie tq read us 

A lesson op tb^egrowipe of our crops 

In the fat Lothians ? Have ye found a way 

Of spreading dung, or ploughing deep, or how ? 

I know it is the duty of us all. 

And interest too, to enrich the land — ^the rent 

Is bettei^, sir« 



RESTALRIG. 

Your grace misunderstands me ; 
I meaff this realm of Scotland. We are all 
True Scots, and love the King, 



V 



How show you it ? 



JAMES. 

Say on,"my friend, 



RESTALRIG. 

By offering you advice— 

. •i'^ ■■■,'- -i ^.■:* *•• ■' ^ 

JAMES. 

Advice? — we have too much of it already; 

We've got a stock of it would serve the crown 

To the end of the world. Gadzooks ! if that's the love 

The Scots bear to their king^ I must confess 

They're the most loving folks in Christendom. 

Advice, sir ? it grows wild by the road side, 

It's Uke the plagues of Egypt. I once thought 
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You were a deep sag^ii^Ha^gnpt^yinai); .. .;.j.,j, ^ .j^^^jg ^ 

But if it's but to giv#,ad¥iG^;XpU 0QP>6^. , ^,„ i,|^;^ ^^y 

RESTAI^m. 

Wiirt please ypu hear it, sir ? Don Gomez dogp ^., > ^ j| 
The offer of uncounted gold, you say, , ^. ,. ,:Ton ■ 1 

With some conditions. t.w^rV 

JAMES. 

Yes^ to throw my <:i0vrff ov' I 
Into the balance, where the chances are • i 1 V u/ii 
'Tis lost 



.'■-''•I. 



J* 



RESTALRIG. 



'I ■ ' I - ' ) i » 



My Liege, if I were in your place, 
I would insist on seeing close at hand. 
Within our Scottish seas, the coin he talks of, 
£Ve I agreed to his conditions. 



J. . 



JAMES. 



WeU 



What then ? my chance would be no likelier 
Of frightening England into my request, 
After the coin was in Don Gomez's box 
In the High street, than if 'twere at Madrid. 



RESTALRIG. 



Except, so please you, that your Majesty 

Has a strong arm, that might reach, without stretching. 
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I »(r.-\* I '.\'^ V-/T 



■ 1 



So short a distance ai" Wf)(»fl8z^filMM«^ ' ' 
Yet might not come Within a league dFtSurd* 
Of the Imperial Treasury at Madrid. 

JAMES. 

Ha ! sir/ come nearer^-let me rest'*my liand 
Upon your shoulder. 
Say on. 

RtSSTALRIG. 

I've Bttte more to say, my Liege ; 
But if I know the statutes, if a man 
Bring foreign coin into the realm, 'tis tteasOT^ 
And all is forfeit to the king. 

JAMES. 

Is that 
The law? ' '-■^ 



RESTALRIG. 

If it is not, it can be made so. 

' ■- ^' JAMES. 

All to the king ? No share of it to others ? 
No vested rights ? 

BESTALRIG. 

All. 

JAMES. 

Aye, but where's the hand 
Would seize it ? Let's suppose the goM arrived. 



•ir 



■ ft 



■X 



• -' •.' 



'^ 



: I 
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Locked in stfcngf boMeg>ieh ?nwht^ then 2:«iibli tbeni jx- I 
You're silent, Bestalrigi ■»! :.■. ; .. ./. ff 



si 



RESTALRIO. 

There may be hands 
Would do the king a service. 



JAMES* 

Honest hands ? 
Strong hands ? They must be strong and very honest '- 

RESTALRIO. 

Why, in my youth, this hand you look on here 
Was something not so strong as a smith's vice, 
But bonier than a maiden's of fifteen. 

JAMES. 

Ha ! we will do't ! We'll tell the Spanish ^on 

We must have ocular proof of what he says. 

We'll see the yellow ingots ! ha ! what sport 

To dive into a box of broad IDotibloons ! 

We'll do't. He shall bring over from 'yond sea 

A specimen, a premonitory swallow 

To show the golden summer that's to come. 

Zooks ! we'll have Spanish gold and English friendship — 

The two best things in all the world for me*! 

Gold in our hand, and England's glorious crown 

In prospect. — Restalrig, I have not known 

So vidse a man, so true a friend, as you 

For years. Gradzooks ! we'll pounce upon the hoard 

Like lions on a yellow heifer ! Here 
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Take onpigoldiiaiig andr mttr it ;Hrfby ihe Lord 
We have no ring to give, --ha ! you've got:here 
A njble ring, a jewelled ring of gold, — 
We'll wear it for your sake ! 

(Puts Restalrig's .ring on hisjinger.) 

We love you, Laird. 
Retire now, make no tarrying. 

(Exit Restalrig.J 

Ramsay, here ! 
We'i» rich, we have uncounted sums of gold ! 
But we'll have Restalrig between us still, 
You the one third, and I the other two ; 
For are we not a generous Christian king ? 
Go tell Don Gomez I would speak with him ; 
Then hurry to the Ruthven's house, and plead 
Your cause with Catherine Logan. Speed you well. 
I'll see Don Gomez in the park at five, 
Beside the chapel garden. 



{^Exeunt. 



SC£N£. 



- /* 

1 i 



Garden at Ruthtfen house in Edinburgh, 

Beatrix and Cathmne* 

i 

BEATRIX. 

And so sweet Kate, you do not love the queen ? 

CATH£RIN£. 

Oh, no ! she's bold ; her eye has such a look, — 
I would not look so bold for all the world* 
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BEATRIX. 

But she's a queen, dear Catherine, that must make 
Some difference. 

CATHERINE. 

Not if she's a woman still. 
Did you see how she gazed upon your brother, 
And smiled to him ? I never saw such smiles. 

BEATRIX. 

Most likely, Catherine* You have little skill 
In looks or smiles at solemn Fastcastle. 

CATHERINE. 

Ah I say you so ? Dear Beatrix you're wrong ; 
First, there's Laird Bower ; he has a curious squint. 
And that may make his glances not so sweet 
As if he were a smart young nobleman 
Such as I've seen at court. 

BEATRIX. 

Laird Bower, that's one ; 
Mow, who i% number second ? 

CATHERINE. 

There's old Thomas 
The warder ; such a good natured old man ! 
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BEATRIX. 



And are I^aird Bowers and tottermg warders all 
That you have had to smile on ? 



CATHERINE. 

All— till lately. 
Ah ! Beatrix^ though from my window lattice, 
I see the great broad sun sink every night- 
Beneath the sea, and follow him in thought 
To the far climes to which he turns his face^ 
And shakes the glory of his golden hair 
On the other side of the world,, where morning light 
Pours in hot streams o'er plains of yellow sand, 
And brightens into life the countless miles 
Of old primevsft forests, filled with birds 
Bright pibi6niM,^knd wild lions^ and strange sounds . 
Still — 'tis a we Ay ^t^cyA to sit and weave 
Fair pictures on the ta^iestry of our thoughts. 
And see no real^ breathing, moving life 
With all its joy s^ aye, and its gentle sorrows- 
Come round us for whole years. 



BEATRIX. 

Ah ! Catherine, 

You are a dreamy girl ! Twill do you good 

To mix in our harsh earthly businesses, 

In this loud, noisy, bustling, riotous world. 

p 
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- ■ . ';<-: -.'■ :-;M 

CATHERINE. •''<•■ ■"''■' ^^^"^ ^>'^ 

But if you knew how happy we were all ' '-'' >JJi^!'^ "^^ \ 

Since your two brothers came fey stay with ^8 !• *I ^^^'^ ^~''*^^^ 

r. i...w> riiil io*^! 

BEATRIX, . K\ ,: '/oh tJUiisO 

Indeed ? What did you do the livelong day ?: • ^:!'.l v/r^a dH 

CATHERINE. .U.-^m BlH 

We walked beside the sea ; we clomb the hill ;' i Mtjniri oil 

We sat at night upon the Bartizan, . "' ..>'.; oilansriT 

And watched the twinkling stars above our heads^ /(o -bnA 

And listened to John's voice— I mean Lord GDwri«F'fe!»^oci I 

That fell so musical beneath the sky. 

It seemed as if 'twere some strange melody - 

Drawn from the golden spheres. Ah me ! 'twas sweet 

To hear him tell of sweet Italian girls^ _ , *. ,, iji >•;/ 

Leaning o'er marble balconies at night. 

And watching in the moonlight for the step 

Of them they loved. I w^pt for Qne of thenij: '*-- 

Till I could weep no more for anything. 

'Twas a young maid that met, in glittering halls 

A youth she ought not to have lov^d, for he 

Had a death feud with all her father's house. 

A gallant youth, and yet they loved the more. 

That there was hatred *twixt their families. 

They met by night, and the night air, (made rich 

With all sweet plants, and many coloured flowers, 

And murmuring fountains, and melodious songs 

Of tranced nightingales in the orange shades) 

Grew richer with their sighs. The maiden's name 

Was Juliet : and because she could not be 



BEATRIX. 

And did you weep when Gowrie told the 'tale ? 



I ■ 
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His bride in peace, she drank a mystic draught 
To make her sleep, and look as^ if she died. 
They buried her, tho' still upon her cheek 
Lived the pale reflex of a damask rose. 
For life was at her heart. At dead of night 
Came down her lover to the tomb ; Ah, me ! 
He saw but the cold features of his love, 
And thought that she was dead, and so he drew 
His sword, and— oh ! I cannot tell the rest, 
He stabb*d himself and died by Juliet's side. 
Then she awoke^from out her charmed trance, 
And, oh ! alas ! 'tis a sad story, love ; 
I can't help weeping ; — ^both the lovers died. 



-^^^.Jt CATHERINE. 

Oh ! sweetly ; for, dear friend, the tears we shed 

O'er the sad fate of trusting lovers, when 

We know that their deep sorrows are all hushed 

Within the grave, are not such bitter tears . . , 

As present sorrow summons to the eyes. 

And then the telling was so beautiful ! 

Oh ! it was worth all tears that I could shed, 

To hear that voice, and linked sweet discourse , A 

That bore the tale upon its trembling words^ • ^\\:..\\ i* '. 

Like a rich boat, filled with sad melodies, ^n .. >!? 

Upon the silver current of a river ! . i ,7^ 
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BEATRIX. 



Sweet Kate ! I Iofq you like a sister. 



• ' .. .♦ • »^ 



.'If ^^*h■':,^> ] 



• I 



CATHERINE. ' U I 

Liktir If 
A sister, said you? Let me lay my head, .. ^,^,| j 

Dear Beatrix, upon your shoulder here, 

And weep. 

BEATRIX. ' - * 

Poor girl ! Why should you weep, sweet Kate ? 



CATHERINE. 



For Pm so happy ! Pray you let me weep. 
I think how happy was that maiden's lot — 
Sweet Juliet that died beside her lover ! 



'■' I 



BEATRIX. 

'Twould have been happier to have lived beside him. 

CATHERINE. 

Oh ! far too happy for this weary world ! 
I tell you, if such fate could be attained 
Upon this earth of ours, the angels eyes 
Would dim with envy 5 no, no, His too much. 
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BEATRIX. 



Sweet, gentle Catherine, let me feel your heart. 
It beats, and beats ! — If Gowrie had but known 
How deeply you wera touched by his sad story, 
HeM have been cautious how be sowed such thoughts 
In such a soft, congenial soil as this. 
How old are you, my fluttering little friend ? 



CATHERINE. 

T was sixteen on last St. Valentine's day. 



BEATRIX. 



And never heard a story similar 
To those my brother told you ? 



CATHERINE. 

Never, never. 
Such stories never were so sweetly told 
By mortal lips before. You never heard 
Such tales, dear Beatrix; did you? 



BEATRIX. 

Catherine, 
We are of sterner stuff. We heard too soon 
The clashing of swords, to have much ear for sounds 
So soft as those you dote on. Round us closed 
The misty air of Athole, and there rose 
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Some voices from the dismal solitudes^ 
That sounded not like lutes. 



CATHERINE. 

.- ■•] JO!'. 'iVC^ ^* 

But since you came 
To the King's court ? 



BEATRIX. 



The Athole mists have come i 
Along with us. You see my mother, Kate, 
How she still feeds her soul with gloomy thoughts. — 
Ah ! gentle voices near a balcony, 
Would scarce find fittinoc listener in the child 
Of murdered Ruthven. If there breathes the man 
Would dare to talk of love to me — of love ! 
He would see something in my eyes, might teach him 
To choose his subject better. 



CATHERINE. 

Beatrix, 
You mean not what you say. What ! if a man. 
Gentle and wise, fair as a statue, and 
Walking in brightness like the morning star 
Above the sea j one like your brotlier, sweet ; 
If such a man, — but no, there's no such man, — 
If he spoke to you gently, trustingly. 
And still kept near you, looked upon you ever 
With deepening eyes. — Ah ! trust me, Beatrix, 
You would not frown on him. 
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teATRtX. 

I cannot say 
Whether my frown would rest on such a man, 
But I see very clearly that tbos^ ^^yes 
Know not how frowns are made. 

Enter Ramsay {forcing his way in.) 

RAMSAY. 

Presumptuous churl ! 
I tell thee I've a message from the king, 
And must make way. 

CATHERINE. 

What dreadful man is that ? 



BEATRIX. 

Don't tremble, Kate^ he's one of the sweet youth, 
Such asi sjgb ioudest fneath a balcony. 

RAMSAY. 

Your warder, Lady Beatrix Ruthven holds 
Slight reverence for the royal - Jumes's name. 

n ' f : I -' . 

BEATRIX. 

I should be angry with him if he held not 
Slight reverence for king James's messenger. 
What is it brings you to Lord Gowrie's house ? 



■•. :'.' I'M 



?.'j\ •: '■ 



-■:... '^ 



RAMSAY. 

If the Lord Gowrie's sister does not know ' ■'' '''*" ' ' 

What brings me, she indeed has little skill 

Of the attraction of such matchless oharms. 'i^\^ 
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■ ..- rUEATRIX. ^ '■ . , y,K- .y ■ 
If you will speed your message from tMkii)^, 
I will attend to it ; bat if ycm venture 
To add some tinsel to i( of yaur own. 
Take heed^ but ki the stripping it away, 
I seem to tveal bis majesty's behest 
Too rudely. ^^' 



RAMSAY. 

Oh ! his majesty well knows 
That his great name gives his ambassador 
License to sp^k his own true sentiments* 



■ » • 



i 



BEATRIX. 

I)o; Not SO; Sir John Ramsay, as I live ! 

Though he were Emperor of Christendom, 

And held dominion over all the Indies, 

He should not license chattering coxcomb's fongiie^ 

To trifle with the name of Beatrix Rutfi^ign t 

Think who you are> sir ; think of who I am. 

RAMSAY. 

You're sister to a man lately restored 
By my good master's clemency, from taint 
That made his blood no richer than a churl's ! 



T : f 



"•■ t 



BEATRIX. 

^1 1 ' }!.'•''■' 



His blood was rif^tCir»i P^^h ])obler^-r-'b\it^ 

I check myself. , , ^ Theie have been men so base, / 

Who act the spy^ff^|[)4iP^rp, dishonored bread . .^ , .. 



A TRAGEDY. 113 

By building, out of loose disjointed words, 

A pyramid of guilt, though separately, 

Each sentence was as innocent of wrong 

As lisping baby's prattle. Ha?e you heard 

There have been men, who stoop'd so low. Sir John ? 

Mind you, Fve said no treason 'gainst the king. 

What is his majesty's command ? 

RAMSAY. 

Fair madam, 
It shows scant courtesy to our noble James, 
That you don't deign his envoy, softer words. 
Or sweeter looks, than those you grace me with. 
Haply your fair companion may be pleased 
To act more mildly. Lovely Catherine Logan, 
Here, on my knee, I pay my reverence 
To the bright ornament of all our court. 
I shiver in your absence, and would sun me 
In your sweet eyes, , 



' It 



CATHERINE. 

Away, sir ; you make bold 
On my unused simplicity ; begone ! 
I care not, tho' a score of silly kings — 



BEATRIX. 



Hush, Catherine ! put a padlock on your lips. 
Oh ! silly girl; treat him with calm disdain. 
My fair companion bids you know, Sir John, 
She must decline the offer of your homage. 



Q 
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RAMSAY. 

But she must no^ clecillhe it'/pleas6'yo«,'mfedki»^?'^ : xodT 
I have his majesty's express conimand, '' ' >'<* J^^/rn \ i\ 
That she give willing ear to what I say. 

CATHERINE. 

I will not hear you ! will not look on you, — * /o/,uo nA 
I'd rather die ! I care not for the king — 

BEATRIX. : \ -O'' no ff A 

— Of France — 'tis for the King of France, «be oar^ baiti 
Catherine, y&u'Il bring a tower upon our beddfi \-):- .>t xio7 
All this will be reported to the king*, ^' : / b:i:)d III 

With twenty base additions. 

" RAMSAjY.. fjvj' yin -io ojj.n'.i no^ 

How deep an interest our master takes 
In what concerns his subjects* happiness. 
Let me but take your hand into my own^^ 
And print upon it, with most trutjifnl |ipi5, . 
A kiss. 

Enter Gowrie. 



■■( 



•> .^ I / 



GOWRIE. 

How, now ? What gallant have we here ? 

CATHERINE, (flings herself into his arms.) 
Oh ! you are Come ? Oh ! save^me from that man i 



in?//uA WAftfipj .,,, , U5 



OOWRIE. (giving her to his sister,) 

There; t^^MmBm^W Jox^^ r^^pf^ji^ Raxnsajr,^^^^ ^^^^ 
If I mistake not ? . . .,, ;;,... vr...,.-- -i ...m I 

'•,ijl ..t !j- . rill,.''!// .y,^ ,,{.. ,,.,r| 

RAMSAY. 



I 



I ' • 



Ramsay^SiriJohn Ramsay, 
An envoy from our great and gracious king, . , 

GOWRIB. 

An envoy from the devil> if you like ! 

And if^intud beats your pulse a Bcpre of times^ 

You^re not iier^oved for ever from this presence ^ 

I'll send you howling to your master bs^^k. 

RAMSAY. 

You build on my forbeavaiMK. .(Know you not 
If I'««poft(j8Uch/biiguage to the king. 

He'll be a base dKWiiliMmblfe «lave, ^ -^'. i.jd jji i . J 
If he give ear td'-i^liel^tWs and spies. ' >.<{•• *''?'4 ImA 
Off, Sir! ^.rj A 

RAMSAY. 

Lord Gowrie, you will rue the day 
You offered insult to a gentleman. 

Exit J Ramsay. 

Sweet Catherine Logi^n, op^ yqwr^suni^y^^gye^^^ , ^j^ 
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Smile^ sweetest ! He is gone. This timid heart 
May beat in peace again. Come let me bear you — 
Help me, dear sister — ^to our mother. So, 
She will recover soon. ^Sd: ^edtly, 8o. - * / 

Exeunt 

END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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^'■f' 5. ''to :ri :iir oi — r»j>/>'u:'jh ,'jrrr fiUfW 

ACT F.O;U*TH. io.>r :rAo>.iii// ,il^ 



SCENE. 

il room in Restalrig's house. 



Restalrtff and Bower. 

RESTALRIG. 

Bower I tell my brother and my brother's sons — 
You'll find them in the grange at Restalrig, — 
To be strong mounted, armed with sword and dag 
At the east gate of the park, to-night at twelve. 
There is no moon. And put two of the jars 
You brought last night from Signor Gomez's 

In a stout cart. You'll drive the old grey horse. 
And off, as siletit as.you can to Fastcastle. 
There stow them in the vaults below the sea. 
They'll hear the noisy Nereids sing in storms, 
And sleep well pleased, 'till I awaken them 
With royal revelries, and make them pour 
Their shining showers like water&lls in flood. 

BOWER. 

If we are talked to on the way ? 
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RESTALRIG. 
/ 

., My nephews ,, , 

Will put tjieir oistphito the talkers' heads, , . , .p 



I thbk a dirk is better, and makes less iK)ise-/^oi;ii n uoY 

RBBTALRIG. 

Pray use it then, but force your way, nor stop 

For king nor kaisar, . , ,. ,^„^..^ ^y 

BOWER. ,, , ,, 

Wh^t iB.to.be dopp ^^,.'. -jlj no uv.ll 
With the other jar ?.H!^0ul4j])^ $iftCej;.;§t^^e;j^ „ n?) ,^,^/, 
With its two friends* fi. ., .),.»;,. lumo ^ywo^ -rynb -o o//'l 

•But hdt'So^^saillyV' gii'bii^; >ii)a /■■ 
Empty it, Bower ; release the sealed up genii ; 
More potent than the spirits in the east. 
Imprisoned 'neath the ring of Solomon, 
And fished up from the sludgy Tigi'is be<l/ ' 
Pour them in glittering beauty on the floor ! 
I would look o'er them, like &fi amorous king, 
O'er the full charms of a whole harem, sir. 
And feast my eyes upon them, one by one ! 

BOWER. 

I thought you would be wiser. Laird. 



n 



>,//4..T^,4Gpp;^i iH. ^}^ 



RESTALRIG. 

No man 
So wise in all the L6thians. Were it wise 
To keep them lock'd' and never use ilfdHi/'Botire^r ?^ " 



BOWG^a. 

You're growing oW, Laird — 

RBSTALRiQ. 

Tis a reason more 
To crowd as much enjoyment as I can 
Into the rest of life. But say no more. 
Do as I tell you. Empty the whole stock 
Here on this rug. Then giet a Itii^ jar 
And fill it to 'ffi6' gre'^dy britti ' ^W coin. 
Two or three score broad pieces will si^fflce; 
We fish for kings, and must have gilded hooks ; 
But as they're rather df tH^ ^tidgeon tribe, 
A little gilding oo tli^ bajrb will do. 






-' J ' /» ( Iv] 



And when they're poured upon the rug ? 



■ . J ! ivl' .» j ' u I/. 



BOWER. = i.'J j 

T 



RESTALRIG. 



Oh! then, 
We must bestow them. Take a hundred piftcJ(fes 
To your lank purse, my good and faithful Bower. 
Fetch me an architect. I'd build again 



.^:. ...' ; 
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The western wing of Restalrig. Then bring mc 
That Flemish trader with the silver cups ' 
Chiseird by the Pope's sculptor Benvenuto ; 
rd have my side-board loaded : I'll possess 
That tankard, w|iere the boar with angry tusk 
Has gored the quivering thigh of the fair youth. 
While o'er him hangs, like an ambrosial cloud 
Of divine beauty, rich with falling showers. 
The goddess, that was ne'er so goddess like 
As when she grew all woman in her love ! 
Then send a Jeweller. — Pd place a star 
That gathered fire through countless centuries 
In the deep caverns, near the central heat 
Of Borneo or Golconda, on the brow 
Of my sweet Kate. I'll hang from her small ears 
The richest pearls. I'll plant among her hair, 
Thick sown as the red lights that nightly bum 
In the daYk sky, over high Benvenue, 
Rubies and Amethysts : and round her neck 
I'll throw a chain fit for an Empress' wear. 
But borrowing all its beauty from the touch 
Of that white skin, and the soft motion gained 
From the sweet bosom heaving 'neath its weight. 
Do this, friend Bower, and call me not, I pray you. 
Back from these thoughts to the cold earth again t 



BOWER. 



What thoughts ? I never trouble about your thoughts. 
But 'stead of thinking there, you'd better hear 
That half an hour since, near St. Anthony's well, 



' 1 



A TRAGEDY. 121 

The King*8 pet, Ramsay, was linked arm in aitn 
With the new English Envoy, whispering both— 
As if they were a pair of lovers. 



RESTALRIG. {starting up) 

What ! 

Ayliffe waft whispering with Ramsay ! Zotitids ! 
Send for no Architect nor Silversmith ! 
There will be time enough. Those Englishmen 
Play double vriih «s ever. Oh ! be quick. 
Friend Gomez ! Send us o'er the Spatiish coin : 
Let us hav&oiit;King volture safely caged ; 
Let us have twtmtgr thousand brave blue bonnets, 
Sour Presbyterian, snuffle nosed ineamat^s, 
With fi£|iy pots or so of Popish gold 
To keep them in good humour ; all prepared 
To lift the.^ar, as they would lift their voices 
At the precentor's twanging of a psalm ; 
With Gowriff :^ Protector, —and myself — 
No matter what^ — AylifFe might whisper, then. 
Till he had vi^l^fa a hole in Ramsay's head. 
But now \Tr\\ilopks not well. Now, listen Bower : 
Hurry tQ^-^Jiiffe's lodgings in the Canongate ; 
Tell h^^9;|«fe(t roe at the Links to-day, 
I'd teacjlji, ,hj^ p^r Scoteh games of golf and coits ; 
He must be seen to : if within an hourj 
He'll meet me there, go tell him, I'll not fail. 



BOWER. 7/ 

There's twice the sense in such a ploy as that, 



R 
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There was in all your blether about cups 
And boars and godde8S«a$jJAT'^.>(>^ 

RESTALRIG, 

L .! ' » I think there was. 
But do as I have told you. Stow the coin 
Securely here. Then fill the little jar, ,; ^ ,,^ ^^j ^q 

Such as good housewives use for jelly pots^ j^,|g 3^9^)^ 

And carry it to the Palace ; wait me there., . , fj .^^{^ j|g -^q 
Delay not ; I like not this whispering ^)ii\?auA sdT 

With Ramsav.— -^ y...bn.J bnA 

Enter Gowrie {hurriedly). 

....:. .^5^.^W^.x: >G iiiio Hot edi ai^ ,xiV^f 
To summon yott befon^ the Kiti^? ^'''''^ t^ ^^^^^ ^^^s.-^T 

'. ■-.'■ .bowAoH o; •.. . '. i )■.--• :•■>/' 
restalbjg; / " , .^ 

■c ..... :.^_\ '■*"^"^''^A^#ilMiW- ^'"^^'-^^ 

What is the ground ? they know tidt-^th^'^vii' 'dot bfeatd-^'^^ 
They can't have heard 



'■ ~ The grouhi of it is this, 
That in my garden yieatei-day, your daughter 
Said some hard words ftgainst the King. 



.Ik 



RE8TALR»».':eij?jo-:j Sri.- :'^:^vJ be f-> 

What words ? hard words ? she never said hard words 
Against a kitten. 



/iS-fi - OOWRIB. 

If they lay a hand 
On but one hair of your most honoured head, 
There shall be blood, though it were the last drop 
Of all the Ruthveifs ! Shall I summon all 
The kinsmen of our House ? There's noble Mar, 
And Lindsay, Glammis, Princely Hamilton, 
Old Miiim, Sample, Cessford, Elliot, Home,— 



*j'>" 

- <♦»■ 



RESTALRIO. 

WTiy, 'tis the roll call of art irth^alHent, 

Great ftfc%ij4W9«a^%iT-l<>«r»\y««^^ Lord, 

Thanks from my heart: b«itif.5|i&,o.nly: Wotcta.^ 1101130108 oT 

Spoke by my silly Kate, 'twill soon blow by, 

111 meet the warrant ere it comes to me. 

Yet ere I go to Holyrood, an hour 

Must haye gre,at patter stuffed into its space 

As if it were the longest day in June. , . 



\ • . . > ■! 1 



'■; 






< 



GOWRIE. 



Then I will back to comfort Catherine— 

But let me know. By heaven, if they but frown 

On Catherine's Father, *cause of Catherine's- words. 

They'll answer for't I go to tell her so, . .^/j ^^ ,; jjue 



■» '-^ I ' . I' 
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RESl^ACIIfl^. 

Do; and a father's tteMig g6 With yoa f • l)£^l> v^^^T 

(feeling his dagger.) 
If Ayliffe plays me false, b^'s a d^ad man. 
Though he were half a dozen ambassadors. (:.' :r^ 

'■ ? I.JO nl 
SCENE. 



Ruthven house. 



. -T 



, • - y 



Catherirte-^mt^ Go^tiei- ^ 



n ■« , 



•O r-C'* T-..'» . '. . :':':' 3^ ■ lis.-.- ^r -^ 



;«.• »^ 



CATH*RtNE. 



^'.- W: - V .^ '.>n;^-:-i:..T 






Oh! is it true ? A warrant for my father ; 
What says he ? Let him fly. 






He need not fly. 



GOWRIE. 

No, dearest Kate ; 



CATHERINE. 



And it is all my fault — 
My footish tongue ! Perhaps I've slain my father. 
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GOW&IB. 

They shall not lay a finger o?i your f)*th^r, 
Or J^e;^^ ayd.^U ^^^ minions shall repent it. 



CATHERINE. 



But will they keep my fether in a prison ; 
In chjdi6^ perhaps^ — my father, — would we had staid 
In our own home, and never seen this place- 
But I shall never see my home again ! 



GOWRIE. 

I tell you, dearest Kate, 'twill all be well ; 

The noble Restalrig shall be as safe 

As if he stood in his own castle hall. 

By heaven ! they shall not harm him ; they shall not. 

There shall not fall another tear of yours, — 

There shall not ; if I die for it> there shall not : — 

And therefore, sweetest friend, dear Catherine Lpg^p^ 

Smile once again ! You trust to what I say ! 

Would I deceive you ? 

CATHERINE. 

Oh! I trust to you; 
I have none else to trust to. If they take 
My father from me ! — 

GOWRIE. 

— But they will not take 
Your father from you. Have not I told you so ? 
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CATHERINE. 

But that base epjc^— ^^^^r^el,s%ktng;,,,, t,,,;,, „^^^ •jl 
Oh ! I have slain my fether,l^ ,^ . ,,, .^,,,j. .^^ ^q 

■■' • ' '■ •".': ■'■ ' '.' ■ '• Via Ha •'o'i 

. GOWKIE; , , L.;., ,,v'uoY 

Kate, sweet Kmtei i)n A 
Be not afraid, I tell you, Catherine, : »ir J.ii f/ 

'Twere better for King James to change hid crowi» uoy iifi3 
Into a circle of hot burning steel 
Than that he wronged my friend. He will not do it. 

CATHERINE..'; '-^ ^^no-oloT 

• ■ ■• •^- ■ ;/''. -■■' O'j.i.tjtijiJ I'V^tiigoodi lO 
I know you'd not deceive ipe/w^tUX^kei^opg^^, I ^^^^^^ ^jq 

But 'twas so ^r^f¥^ful^,o)»^,^^be,^lj»e^ug^^^^ ^^^^^ 1^,,^ 

Of injury to my father ! I could never 

Forgive myself. How I shfflaU tote myself 

If I should make him suffer. . . , 

^^' '■ ■'' 'j.'r^:^J:^ ^ ^^^''^ f^^i'^^^^ ^"-o" siajbO 

GOWRIE. , , • 

If you could hate yourself,^r anything— ^-^■'' «i ' ^^"! :oi eiT' 
You have more power of hating than I thought. 
YouM hate me too ; for I too was invfault. 
For it was in my house the words were said. 

Kate would you hate me too ? 

■ ■ ' ■ ' ' . ■ ■ • .• ...'"' 

CATHERINE. 

What, I? hate you?, ,r 
Oh no, no, no ! I could not, could not hate you ! ^ 



;nav/JL xaAGRWR jh' J27 



1 „', 



GOWRIE. 

Then could you love me^ sweetest Catherine ? 
If you could not, ybu*ilanswfei'^ fof tile ^^li '" '" ' 
Of the most cruel, cold ingratitude ; ,---"*' 
For in my heart, my very heart of hearts. 
You've niched yourself e'er sinc6 you were a child, 
And gfiOjnIi ftiid> grown, till you have filled me all 
With truest love and sovran tenderness. 
Can you ^aasest to love me, dearest Kate ? 

f ■■■• ■ 

CATHERINE, 

To love you ? Have^^I ever found ought else ? 
Or thought'or breathed for any one but you ? 
Oh happy, hapfJy ^rl ?--^Ahd is ft true ? 
And have you lovSd^ihe, truly, truly loved ttie? 






^, ^ - 



.'/f .-■■i." ^.ijju .rl 



I do not know the time, when to my hear t^ 

Came not^a thrill, when I but heard the name 

Of Cathe^jsyK I^figWH^ And you own you are mine ? 

Tis too much bliss l-.,^;.t r , . .- :.- ^^-^ yv '[ 

CATHERINE. " : : V : ..■':;• v ^.^ ^ z 'z . 7 



'\ i"* ** 



Oh, if my father. knew 
How happy was his child, — how proud, how honbured 
But will they let him come to us, to bless us. 
To see his Kate on this the happiest day 
That ever ishone from heaven upon her ? 



p, 



' viT ..X-i oir. c^U 
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OOWRIE. 

Yes. 
But rU go tell him I have robb'd him of 
His richest treasure. At my mother's feet 
Let us implore her blessing on the bond ' ^ 

That shall unite us ; then to aid my friend. 
Come, sweetest. 'Twill be sweetest wife ere long ! 

[Exeunt. 



: * 



'-■if'- 



SCENE. 



The Canongate near Holyrood. 



»■• 



Resiabig and Gowrie. 
RESTALRIG. 

Fd rather have you for my son-in-law, 
Than a crowned king, or any man alive. 
I loved you for your father's sake before 
I loved you for your own. My daughter Kate 
Has been too happy. She has never known 
A cloud ; and Hves in sunshine to the last. 
She's been a little fairy round my feet 
For sixteen years. 



OOWRIE. 

She shall play round you still ; 



A TRAGEDY. lS9 

For if we ever quarrel, it will be 

Which shall be richest in our love to you. 

RESTALRIG. 

And youll be kind to her. You'll never frown 

On her sweet face? She never saw a frown. 

Nor heard harsh words. I scarcely can forgive you 

Tlvat you've displaced her father from his seat 

In her pure loving heart. But you'll be kind to her? 

Gowrie, 1 know you will, and smile on her ? 

And speak to her softly, as I have ever done ? 

GOWRIE. 

All that itub love can image a^ a gift 
Poured from a heart that knows but only her. 
Shall be bestowed on our sweet Catherine. 

I^TAliRie. 

If sorrow comes, — if evil days amve, — 
If friends prove false, — if there should come a time 
When the rough winds of this inconstant world 
Beat on her — 

GOWRIE. 

We will shelter her ; our arms 
Shall be her refuge. When you've seen the king, 
And soothed him, would it not be well, kind friend, 
To leave these noisy and distracting cares, 
And hie us to some peaceful resting-place. 
Where I and you, and Catherine, and all 
We love, can pass the blessed hours away 
In calm retirement? 

s 
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RESTALRIG. ^ ""'' ^^"^^ ^^" 

^Jf^ifiPi I'yjft soothed the King- 
Yes. — But where is the peaceful resting-place 
That nu tne cTwi or uowrid 7 . , rrr 

.eowRiE. t J V n \ rlA 

Have you ha^'^ji^fe'^" 
With Ayliffe ? 

,,, . RESTALRIG. 

Aye.— I've had some speech with^Mili^ »H 



v.. t 



You wear a sadder brow than you were wont. 
Has he said ought to make yon^ thoughtful ? 

No: 
Nothing but what I know as well as he. 
I tell^j^Q^^, JR^jJ.ripyv may sp^ak to you 
As to a son, r tell you there was Qever 
A sadder tia%e fpr all this realpa than now. 
James sells us to the Spaniard and the Pope, 
And easts away the love that England offers ; 
He traffics with our honours and our lives, 
And for vile gold he traffics with our souls. 
We fiUidl^Etee'Crti^iers^soon within the land. 
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GOWRIE. 

How mean you? .,vKtr.T«3.> 

We shall ere long be bondsmen to the Pope, 
If some prevailing arm arrests it not. 
Ah ! if your father, Gowtie, were alive 
He'd Ijof hill hand upon him. 



t // 



COWRIE. 



If I thought 



Hedfrtfd-P^ 



// .'/ ♦*^'. 



RBSTALRIG. 

H«!%, ^t on it. I know he i% 

'■* lulJiigiS'jitCOWRlAi^'? \» '^^^'A^o bine od ^aU 

If I but thought he trafficked with the Pope, 
Aye, or the Spaniard-^^, , . 

■oA 

,,. ,; I^BSTALiaa. . .» vi,:i.>. Hid iiLud)o/i 

Will ybti imMit'~^'4B ?^' ^' 

I tell you Spanish agents are abroad '^'' ' ''' ' '" ' ' 
Corrupting, threateDing, bribing. thiaLVeweti''' ''•hhr.r. , 
Same df their gold. ' '/ """ "''■• ■" '" '"^^^ ^^"'^-•' 



. 'f .' ») 



GOWRIE, , . ^ ^ 

:,.... . ..'\r-'f \v bloo 9l;v lot biiA 

If I bnt^Uioitgbt he^^r&di«-9^ 
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Here are some pieie*. ! OR! theyVe comihbn ehougli.^ ■'*\^ 
The king has gothis flrit instalment paid. '' ' '^ 

You see black Phili{i-ii fdce; on the other side ' ' ' '^ ' 
The cross; they say, they are all blessed by the Pbpi^:'^ ' 



I see, 1 see— oh ! if I could but think — 

I tell you 'tis the case. ,.,.:/; oil oT 

COWRIE. 

', . ^ It would be right 
To stop him. 

. - KEI^TALBIG. - • '■.■i/'.M ^::-- • ■ 

'I •'.■ /■■ 

'Twould be right and easy too. 
Your father would not hesitate an hoiir. 
He kept ftito a whole year with him ; and saved 
The land from misery. 



1 , •• , 



GOWRIE. 

It mighi be done. 

RESTALRIG. 

If you but say the word, it might be done. 

But we will talk of it. Meanwhile, I go 

To soothe him. lie's a gi^lant prince, God wot, 



A TRi^O£DY. 



. * J 



:'. H t 
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To need miibkgodti^f Ibra n^aideYl^iSr^t^' 
Like Cj^therine.T— Poar Gdwrie, pmj yM.taK(& .f. . . 
Your leave for Perth, as soon a^.ips^y be;,'wii«a . 
We're all at Rut;hven castle, we cap talk 
Less huriiQ^ly than in tkie cftpital. 

GOWRIE. 

I will. I thought of doing it to-morrow. 

RESTALRIG. 

ril join you there. If, as you're going home; 
You meet old Bower, I wish you'd hurry him 
To Holyrood. Iv'e told him to convey 
A jar there to a ftievd. 

GOWRIE. 

I will — I thiok 
It might be done ; there would be friends to aid ; — 
The Kirk, the English, and the Douglas name; 
Pray come to me when you have seen the king. 



■i • I 



' ij 



. J. 



• • } 



-, .-^ I 



• ^ V 



\i 



.,:■■/ 






SCENE. 



A room in Holyrood, 



James and Ramsay* 



JAMES. 



A silly king 1 said she a silly king ? 
She might have called me cruel, resolute, 



. I ! • I ; tfi tk .- ■. ; (/ I 



t. 
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/'.> 4. 



Ambitious, despera^i hjpbPgbt^r-bul^ibct j^d^ luoy noqlJ 
A silly king; she i;|^V8^b^.#yiVt(^ugilM^? ^jf -^s. rk oiu^isoVi 
This glaikit hussy. i^ivA vlii> £ sv/ si A 



/ /.aAAffiAY. 



^^i^bid^ia *cIo6e communion 
With your unfriends. If IcaA read berfetiks;^ ^"'^^ "^^ 
She values Cowrie's little finger more 
Than all your royal hand. 

JAMES. ,;,-, r-vBrfll'aW 

Zooks, she shall learn ioieil we«llly kftlgf "'^'?'' '^■*'^^' ^ 
And heMeelfc father toi>-we'llit«i*hfhett^iitf"<''<l''"' ^"^ 
To trifle with our aacrad dfflcft> '5Z©dkl^ . osuoil am' "Jo JaO 
I'll beggar her. FU ati^ tW* Ifojtti?rig9i"8^9'fl«'^ ^ "'- "^' 

Of stick atafe«tariei><'I?U'4&w*WI'fl»rB H^* '""''^ ^'"^'^ 
tor. -i!. ' ■ ' in-ii 'Siaa ot riJioT inaa a^ svcH 

,9., ., / JaAMSATf.B il:iOc! riiiv*^ 3')rrst=»fflo3 

I pray you call into your grttcJciiilWoii^SiS '''^^ ' ,'' 
My claims: 'fewhkt you will WReU^rigJ'f' ''' "' ,"'" "^^ 
But pi^^ yoili itlsike not Catherine a lieggar.~ , ^ 

She'll bie scant tlbrtioneaelte.' ' < - • •- • -' ' 



.> ♦ ,: * . . :'•«■: 



// /iil'M" 



• . . ■ • < • 



jamb;s. . . ... .. I. ,// 



Aha! I mind. 
We'll do it, man. We'll punish her, the minx. 
A silly kii^g'! 'NdW Raihsay, lay your hand 



r.-.W 



Upon your h^n?^lAob'AiMClA?*M*<f««P,''-^^ .i:jo.iidm/: 
Measure us as we sU^/'ftbb'td|>>ttf<*.^*^^ - ^^-'^ <-^^- '' 
Are we a silly king? (^'"^'^ ''^''''r ^-'- ' 

I trembtiQv^6» 
To think of l^lfisphemy so hiKrible. j^V> 

JAMES. -I 

Your'e right, your'e very rights it's blasphemy. 

For are we not God's minister ? I tell you 

We'll have grand pickings out of Gowrie's land. 

We'll keep our ey^oo him. ' I£'lii^i)ut speaks 

A word againatrj^ST-^ be bailish not? • i - :^^ :\ 

Tbatimpioufi(iyi]E)qi^l,>Uli^>pM!.''CatlimisieiiOgw ■^'■■ 

Out of his house; ^:>t]^.^oe»rTi&t submit ^i;^ t^n^^ --<nj oT 

To our displeasure^jJtly .?! aiUjf) Vmg t:: \ o j» > > -3 :»cf ill 

We'll show tl^^i^'l^tfifeeeiBbftl^ri Mis \0 

Have ye sent tc^rth to seize him ? Let him not 

Come near us ; he*s a wheedling tongue, and looks 

Sometimes with such a gMid^tes in his eye, 

I feel as if cold \j^t^.,^f%lftt ^ , r^ Uc:) uu^ vciq I 

On my back bone/. He'tjbuta^ruCMW^me.pa^^ ^M 

When he's displeased. PU teaffhvtbat (jK>5firiR joi^lfej iji 

To make sweet mouths at Anne, ourgTapiQ*ifr?fi]P^:i:: > vi? 

She likes him now no better than I do, 

And that's but scrimply. We'll have forfeits, Jock ; 

We'll make them beggars both. 

lEnter Restalrig. 



1 ■< ■» 



Keep him off, Ramsay ; what is it you want ? 
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RESTALRIO. 

AudieDce, one minute of your majesty^ 
To plead for pardon for my silly girl, 
f And set me right again with my good liege. 

JAMES. 

Ha ! that's the proper, fitting thing to do. 

She has been ill brought up : what say you, sir ? 

Teach you the rising generation 

No better than to «neer at dignities ? 

Not that we mind wb«t silly gowks may s^y. 

But, zookers ! ooukl she find no other word 

Than silly ? 

RESTALRIO. 

She's but young, sire— 

JAMES. 

If she were 
A suckling baby — if she were in long clothes, — 
Cutting her teeth, you'd think she would know better 
Than to say silly. She might have heard from folks, 
Older and wiser, that we're not thought silly 
By grown up men. The very scholars, sir, 
In foreign schools have got another phrase ; 
Rex eruditus, Rex doctissimus. 
What's the first line in deep Bellarmin's book i 
" Regi Scotorum sapientissimo.*^ 
^^ Not sapienti/* that's mere positive, 
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But MpientiiHmo, superlative, 

Most wise or wisest She must be a fool, 

A dolt, a chattering ape, this Kate of yours. 

RESTALRIG. 

Please you she'lias no great right to wisdom, sire. 
Being the child of such a clod brained carle 
As him who calls her daughter. She affixes 
No meaning to her words ; but she shall pay 
Most deaiiy for her thoughtless levity. 

She shall gadzooks,* sir ;— I have just this minute 
Thought on a ponishment : 'twill not seem hard. 
But yet 'twill work her. D'ye think she'll speak 
Another word about a silly king : 
Eh, Ramsay ? Zookers ! — 

RESTALRIO. 

I will answer for her. 
She will as she grows wiser be more able 
To appreciate wisdom. 

JAMES. 

Well; that's very well. 
Ah, Laird; ye have mair sense than all the court, 
Except ourself-^of course, except ourself. 
For tho' we sayU, they're but a pack of fools, 
Without a touch of erudition ; brutes 
That perish : not a soul, besides ourself, 
" Can constriie half a line, in verse, or prose, 
Virgil or Tully. 

T 
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RESTALRIO. 

Yfet Pve heard it said r ' ^^ ! ^^^• 

'Tis the most learned court in Christendom;^ ^'-'^ "'^^^ 
Seeing that in the person of the king. 
More scholarship is found than in them all. 

JAMES. ' . :.^ . ixMoooy^i 

He was a wise man made^that speech. It's tlrti^^ '^^J hnA 
Hear ye that, Ramsay ? We've more scholarship 
In our sole person than is fonnd in all 
The doctors and divines of other courts. 






RAMSAY. 

Tve said it often ; heard it often^ sire. 
'Tis the town talk. 

RESTALRIG. 

For mey ^1% i&^eat j udge 
Of points of scholarship, but tak$^ w tfust,, - ,; .. 
That fame so wide has sure foundgykion* But 
Of other thing* I can make judgment; and 
Ne'er heard I wisdom greater than of late. 
When you propounded — when I had audience last — 
The plan of making Gomez bring from Spain 
The golden stores he only promised. 

JAMES. 



•■/« ■ •/• 



m 



Me? 
Was't me propounded it ? I thought 'twas you. 
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RESTALRIG. 

' > • * 

Oh, please your majesty, a thought likt that, 
Owns but one br^in as father. 

JAMBS. { - ,•.' 

Zooks ! I think 
rrecoUect ; yes, yes. I moved it first. 
And Laird^^fre'll seize <Hi't when it ccHoaes ! 

RESTALRIG. 

Yi6\irgrttCte, 
Who knows the law suggested that it might 
Be forfeited. 

JAMES. 

^ '} ' '*>'.' i .'■ * 

Zooks, did I ? So I did. 



Now then, wouldW6be<i)ftiirA jf*da fot a mittute i ' 

To honour me wiApifiN^'Ate^^^^^^ " ' ^ ' *^^ ^"-^ ^ '^'^^ 

. What dVe want t ; 
You bear no malice for the warrant, Laifd ? , . , 

RESTALRIG. 

My liege, whatever you do is right to me. 

Fm your true liegeman. ' J it .('(|<»iq ?jt( 1 1.*^/ 
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JAMES. 






tt) 



Ramsay^ get you 'gone/ ' 
We would be left alone with Restalrig. 
(Aside J Stay at the door. I'll eiieeze if you're required? *^ 

[Exit Ramsay. 
Now then, say on. 

■ ■<■>. .:■'. ?asti9D 

RESTALRIG. 

I've always called myself 
A plain blunt fellow, please your majesty, r- i! 

Fonder of deeds than words. i\ . t / 

JAMES. 

Aye-Traye^isay on. 

RESTALRIO. 

.J- . - -t V 

Now I have told you Gomez is my friend,— 

. JAMES. 

He's a great rascal, sir, and lies ; and swears 

He has not got a single gold moidore. 

But says he'll write for them. Ha ! when they come 

We'll clutch them ! 

RESTALRIO. 

He's a politician, sire. 
And has a different tale for different men ; 
I know not if he keeps in his own hand 



. n 



i^^; ■' 1>IT 1 
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His moidores^ but I've sure intelli^^iice 

That there is Spanish gold com^ ,o'er alreddy."* 



JAM^lgs; 

Go)^ go|d come o'er ! where is it ? are ye sure ? 



.V1 



RESTALRIG. .< 

Certain intriguers have brought o'er good store. 



JAMES. 

Intriguers? do you know them? where they live ? 
We'll hang them. 

RESTALRIO. 

Please you^ I can point the spot 
Where theyr'e bestowed the treasure. Better far ' 
To spare the rope to cord the boxes with^ 
Than make a ruffle for their 'us^lei^ throati^ 

JAMES. 

That's something saved. You know the hidiog-plaoe ? 
Ah, Laird, I meant the warrant as a jest, 
Itlwas in sport. Where is the hiding-place ? 

RESTALRIO. 

Tis far from this ; but I can give you proof, 
I know the secret of it. 

JAMES. 

Can you, Laird ? 



■.i v/. 



: I 
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'Od man, let's have it. Have you seen the bags 
With your own eyes ? 

RESTALRIO. 

A sample, that is all. ' • ^^ 

JAMES. _i\ 

Eli ? have ye ? Zookers — seen the very coin ? 

BESTALRIG. 

Your majesty shall see it, if you please. 

JAMES. i 

What ! see it ? never king on earth was rich 
In such a subject ! Shall I see the gold ? 



-i.- - '-.^ 



RESTALRIO. 

And handle it, and put it in your purse. ,.. .,, ^ • 

JAMES. 

And what am I to do for it ? You would never 
Do me such favor, for no recompense. 

RESTALRIO. 

No recompense, but Catherine's pardon, and 
Your gracious favour. 

JAMES. 

Ye shall have them both. 
When shall we see it ? ha ! Fd see it soon. 
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RESTALRIQ. 

This instant. Mark, my liege, this tiny jar*— 

JAMBS, {disappointed.) 

We have no soreness of the throat, God wot. 
And have no need of jellies, no, nor jams. 
Are ye begowking me ? 

RESTALRIG. 

Look, here your Grace, (shews him the gold.) 

JAMES. 

Ha ! gold, rich coin. Let me embrce you, laird ! 

It brings salt water to my eyes — ^What coins ! 

One, two — ^they're true moidores — they're full in weight. 

Four, five — ^ha ! laird I ne'er had friend before ; 

Is't all for me ? I never saw such gold 

Gods! to be king of Spain, and sit all day 

Ringed round with broad doubloons I Ah ! R6stair%, ' 

'Twad take a kingdom full of slim punds Scot 

To fill a jar like this. 



RESTALRIG. 

When comes the rest 
I think I can direct your majesty 
To get possession, of it. 



9 



JAMES. 

All like this ? 
No cursed marks ; all solid thick rimmM gold ? 
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In millions. 



UESTALRI6. 



».. JAMES. 

{lostalrig ! rU make you duke. 

PU hold you next my heart We'll get it ell. 

And then we'll hang the Spaniards, every one ! 

And make close paction with Elizabeth^ ^ 

You're fixing Englan4-4S| .orow^ : upon my head, 
I'll make you archbishop of Canterbury ! 

RBSTALRI6. 

I pray you lift me not so high, my Liege. 

But, if for present uses, you need more, 

I think you cannot do a wiser thing 

Than move the court to Falkland. Near the Tay 

There may be treasure of king Philip's heard of. 

Safe stowed — at least they think it; safely stowed, 

In quarters where I can have access tp it 

MMES. 

What, near the Tay ? It's but a morning's ride 
From Falkland. 

, ]^E$TALRIO. 

If your majesty^ next week. 
On Wednesday, will go privately to Perth, 
I can point out to you the very spot. 

JAMES. 

On Wednesday — 
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RESTALRIG. 

But it must be privately. 

JAMES. 

Give me your hand on't. Let me fit these coins 

Into my purse. It's like a fat lord provost 

After a feast. It scarce can hold them all, — 

I cannot get these three in ; so dear friend. 

Sweet counsellor, here take them in your hand. 

And — never had a king such gratitude — 

Put them, sweet Laird, — here, put them in this pouch, 

« 

It will not bag my doublet pocket much^ 

RESTALRTO. 

■ "l 

On Wednesday, then, I meet my liege at Perth. 

JAMES. 

Positive, sure. We'll have another hunt 
Than for fat roes. 

RESTALRIG. 

I humbly take my leave. 
And take my thanks. I throw my arms around you ; 
God bless yoii^ Restalrig ! 

(Embraces him) — 

Ha, pshi ! pshi ! pshi ! (sneezes.) 

[Exit Restalrig. 

(Enter Ramsay,) 

V 



'o 
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After him, Ramsay ! catch him, ere'^be escapes ; 
Clap him in ward, and bind him neckband heel, 
Then carry him to Falkland. Hook or crook, 
He must be caged. 

[Exit Ramsay. 

We'll have the whole of the coin. 

Exit. 

SCENE. 



Ihe Street at the Gate of Holy rood. 



Restalrig and Bower. 

RESTALRIO. 

Friend Bower, go tell the Earl of Gowrie straight 
That all is well. I go to see Don Gomez, 
And will rejoin him in a minute's space. 
Tve much to say of import to us both. 

[Enter Ramsay and Soldsertf. 

RAMSAY. 

You are our prisoner, Laird of Restalrig, 
In the king's name. 

I've seep hig Majecfty 
A minute since. 

RAMSAY. 

I place you in arrest ; 
You go with us without a murmur. Quick ! 
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RESTALRIG. 

Ha ! Am I trapt ?— Since I am prisoner 

I need no arms^ — 

{takes out his dagger) 

Since Fm in ward^ no spurs. 

{takes off his spurs) 

Let me undo my cHiValry, Friend Bower. 

Bear you these keepsakes to my daughtei^ Kate. 

{Aside) — Give them to Gowrie. — Now I go with you. 

Exeunt. 

SCENE. 



RuthverCs House in Edinburgh^ 
Gowrie, Akxander, Countess, Beatrix, Catherine, 



CATHERINE. 

He tarries long. 

GOWRIE. 

Be not uneasy^ Kate. 
James is a ponderous talker, atnd detaitis him 
With lumbering speech. He will be here anon. 
Dear' itiothery you must help to comfort her. 
Bid her have hope. Hbr father will be back. 

COUNTESS. 

A look of hi& would frighten from his purpose 
So poor a thing as James. You need not fear, 
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Dear daughter^ that the timid elk invite 
Long tarrying of the lion.— *(a pause) 



GOWRIE. 

Speak to her. 
Sweet sister Beatrix. 

BEATRIX. 

He will not dare 
To lay a finger on your honoured father. 

CATHERINE. 

And all for words of mine. Oh ! try no more 
To cheer me. He is lost : and lost by me. 



COUNTESS. 

If 'twere a bird of mine, enmeshed in snares, 
I should not waste my time in idle words, 
But scatter the strong net with hurried hand. 
And bid defiance to the snarer's power. 
Let Catherine weep. She's of a softer nature. 
And tears but freshen her sweet cheek the more. 
As dews the lily. But if chill delays, 
Daubts and distractions vex another's heart, 

{looking at Gowrie.) 
I cannot think that heart is warmed by blood 
Of the same colour that my husband's was. 
It cannot be a Gowrie that makes pause. 
When Catherine's Father struggles in the toils. 
Up, Gowrie ! You have heard my voice before. 
The time has come. 
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To Catherine's sorrow. 



GOWRIE. 

Madam^ you add fresh grief 



COUNTESS. 



Better maidens weep 
Than bearded men. Strong hands are tenderest 
In th^ end. This fickle toy, they call a king, 
Has filled the measure up. 



GOWRIE. 

Bethink you^ madam, 
That if we bid defiance, we make sure 

A harder fate for him we would deliver. 



COUNTESS. 

A harder fate ? What fate can be more hard 
Than to be summoned as a guilty thing, 
Prison'd, aye, slain perhaps, for idle words. 
There's riot a gallant heart in Scottish ground,- 
There's not a living Ruthven in the land, 
If Restalrig is not released to-day ! 



GOWRIE. 



Mother, you urge me on too fast : 'twould fail 
From the mere hurry, and hot, headlong speed 
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Of our defiance. He plays ill the game 

With kings, who makes no reckoning of his strength. 



COUNTESS. 



He plays the game still worse, who reckons slowly,- 
Your father, in an hour would have confronted 
The doer of the wrong, though he were placed 
In his full courts crown'di see})tred^ on his throve ! 



OOWBIE. 

But 'tis too soon ; we know not what befals. 



COUVFTBSS. 

We should be ready : we should count our friends. 
Send our red flag to all our kinsmen forth. 
To our allies — ^they'll know what it intenda,*^ 
Draw them near Perth. — 



CATHERINE {to Beatrix) 

h^there no hope, sweet friend; 
Save in fierce war?^ no hope to save my fathei*? 



BEATRIX. 



I watch my brother pacing to and fro ; 
Something is at his heart that shades his brow 
Like clouds befbre the thunder at hot- noon. 
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CATHERINE. 



What is it ? Oh ! His something that will bring 
My father back to us. 



BEATRIX. 



He does not speak ; 
But muses moodily. We shall hear anon. 



CATHERINE. 

I hear a step — oh ! it is — 



{Enter Bower) 

— Not my father. 



BOWER. 



Restalrig is in ward ; the king has seized him. 
There will be uproar in the city soon. 
He sends you these. 

{throws the dagger and $pur$ upon the floor.) 



GOWRIE. 



Now, by my soul, this is no mockery, — 
A real thing — no fantasm of a dream ! 
Ha 1 life or. death are on the die to-day, 
1 take the cast ! 



COUNTESS. 

'Tis bravely said at last. 
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There spoke the Gowrie as befits him. Here. 
Give me the spur ; this means that vm depart. 



GOWRIE. 

Let us make haste to>go. Let us to Perth. 
There we will summon all our strength. 



COUNTESS. 

Hold high 
The dagfger. That broad dagger has a voice, 
And bids us use it. 

GOWRIE. 

Blade of spotless hue. 
Thou shalt be drunk with red and princely blood. 
If they restore not Restalrig unscathed ; — 
There shall be empty throne, and crownless head, 
If Ruthven lives : there is no room for both. 



CATHERINE, {hiding her face on Beatrix's shoulder) 
I cannot bear to look upon a sword ! 

COUNTESS. 

I thought I listened to a well known voice.-^ 

Hush, Catherine, not a sob, — a sigh — a tear. — 
There is a glory settling on the blade, 
Gathering its rays from justice and revenge ! 

END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE. 



A room in Falkland Castle. Horns sounding outside ; in 
preparation for a Hunting party. 



James and Ramsay. 
{Ramsay helpwg James to put on his hunting dress.) 

•JAMES, 

Here^i WiSdiie^ay morning come at last. Make haste, 
Fit me the ^urs on. It's on stroke of nine. 
Put on our hunting horn, tie quick! gadzooks ! 
^Twill cost an hour of gallop. Is the laird 
Ready to go wiih us? 

RAMSAY. 

From early mom 
Restalrig has been booted for the ride. 

JAMES. 

Is he well pleased ? not angry ? 

RAMSAY. 

He looks pleased, 

And full of quips. 

X 
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JAMES. 



i! ' 



'r.= r 



» / * 



He's, a strange man, the laird , 
And cares no more for prison bars, gadzooks ! 
Than if they were silk curtains to his bed. 
I've showed stout King-craft, Ramsay, and I'll show 
More King-craft yet. I'll get an entrance made . ., . . 
Through honest Restalrig to Oowrie^s house ; 
They're off their guard; there's scarce a man among them. 
Let's see him. Call him in. He has no arms ? 
Just put your hand^ as if by chance, all down 
The side of his close doublet ; you would feel 
If there's a dagger or a pistol hidden* . 
Let him come in. We'll hurry down the stair. 
And mount in half a second. ' 

[^Exit Ramsay. 

A device 
Worthy of Machiavelli, to lay hand 
On Restalrig ; he'll show the l^ryispot."'* ^ ' ' ' '"'" 
And if we prosper in the plan weVefaid, " * 

The Ruthvens will not trouble us agai6. / 
We'll hear no more of Paduan scholarship, 
Or playing the gallant with a Scottish queeh. 
If I had skill in matters of the sort, 
*T would please me well to do the deed myself ; 
But Ramsay and the rest will do it as well. 

[Enter Restalrig. 

How like you, Falkland, Laird ? 

RESTALRI6. 

Faith, sir, the hawk 
Is no goo^ critic of an iron cage. 
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But I have passed my time ipdiffereiit well 
In sleeping. I have gained a stone of flesh, 
Thanks to the cook and butler of the palace. 

JAMlES. 

Then we m ?iun ride for air and exercise.' 
You are still minded you dan point the spot ? 

r 
RESTALBIG. > 

Aye. And the man. 

JAMES. 

Zookers ! is there a man ? 
We must take greater strength ; may be heUl fight. 

RESTALRIO. 

He's but a poor old priest^ the custodier 
Of holier.relics than a martyr's bone« ; 
More miracle-working than a piece of wood 
Of rusty nail. It i& the sacred blood 
Of Saint M^oidore. 

JAMES. 

He's the true saint for me. 

RESTALRIO, 

But, pray you, recollect that 'tis alone 
We must lay fast the keeper of the gold ; 



155 
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' ' « 



He may escape, or he may buiy utli 
If you go largely tended , all ib lost: 

JAMES. 

We'll rack him limb from limb ; weMl pour hot lead 
Down his rebellious throat,— we'll prick his eyes 
With singeing irons, till he tells us where — , .:. 

I have some skill in ferreting a secret. j 

? ^ . '.■ ! 

RESTALRIG. 

But if we go, your' majesty and I, 

ni answer we shall come far better speed. 

JAMES. 

So be't. You're sure he -shut a silly priest? '' • ' 



J^ <■ 



■;•■ T 



RESTALRIG. 

An aged man. He shall not hesitate. 

JAMES. 

So be it, then. Let us mount, and when I wind 
Three notes upon the bugle, quit the hunt 
And join me ; we will gallop on to Perth ; 
And leave the train deep swallowed in the sport. 
Zooks ! we shall have it all, and not blab word 
Of what weVe done^ to any of them all. 

[^Exeunt 
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SCENE. 



A wood-^part of the hunting ground — horns sounding, S^c. 



James, Ramsay, and others. 

JAME8, 

He's a fat stag ; with antlers would suffice 

To hang a six weeks' washing on the rope^ 

If stretched from point to point. We did that well. 

And gave the coup de grace with our couteau 

Like a true forester and Christian king. 

Let the grooms lead the horses up and down. 

(aside to Ramsay,) 
Now, Ramsay, hurry off to Ruthven's house ; 
Lie ye in wait with the three score stout spears 
Lent us by Huntly^ Throw the Rothes' scarf 
Round their broad shoulders. He's a malcontent, 
And Cowrie's kinsman : we will find a way 
To get them in ; then smite them hip and thigh ! 
We can devise some reason afterwards. 

RAMSAY. 

Please you, if you could raise suspicion 
Of treasonable purpose, it were well. 
For after they are slain, the game is missed. 
If the estates mav not be forfeited. 

JAMES. 

Zooks! ye' ve some sense below that jaunty feather, 
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Ye'll have a slice of them. Spare not the Laird ; 
If he survives them, we''fe no better off. 
And Catherine will be ill tochered bride. 
Off. 

* * * 

[to Restalrig. 
Are the horses rested, Restalrig ? 

RESTALRIG. 

I think they are. 

- t \\ 

MMES. . if .^../. 

Mount, mount, then, Gentlemen ; /< \ 
We'll rouse another deer. Away, away ! — 
Now Restalrig, keep all your ears erect 
To catch the bugle sound. Sa, sa, sa, sa, -^ 

Brachemarie, you are lame in the fore leg, 
Cheerily lass! 



SCENE. 



Exeunt. 



RuthvetCs house near Perth. 



Goivrie and Alexander, 

GOWRIE. 

I've sent for gallant Rothes>nd the rest. 

We shall be full a score good cavaliers 

Ere shines the midday sun on Caldron Linn, 
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A J T • '■ " ". -I '■■■■■ i" '■ ■ ■ "-^^^^ 'i' 'i 

And James may startle some ill-omened deer ., 

In Ochil glens before the close of day. ,. ., 

We number not one half his following, ^ * ': . ^ 

But I'd not have it more ; no, not one sword. 

ALEXAND^te. 
We'll face him in fair feud, with lifted banner. 

aowRiE. , r 

If they will fight; but Huntly's self will pause, 
And Maxwell, even Errol, will think awhile, 

Ere he adventures life and limb for James. 

-.-■:■■• ii""o^ 
ALEXANDER. . . ,• ,.; ,/;f v.->/ 

I trust they'll fight. I would that I might cross ^ >• ai;- • 1 
Blades with false Ramsay! , m »/</;: T. 

.. ... • v.'nQ3.i'''-^ 
GOWRIE. 

> r 

' You shall not do so ; 
I choose him for myself. 

ALEXANDER. 

'T would ill become 
A younger brother to outstrip his chief, 
And tackle to the king; yet, if I must. 
Why, James must be my playmate in the game 
Of clashing swords. : 



GOWRIE. 

I would there tttight be spiace 
For clashing swords. But soon as peals our shout 



if 
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From Orwell and the woods of Arlery, 

James will be left by all his hunting train. " /^ ^*'^ ^ ';'' 

We shall conduct Wmtd the banks of ray, * ^•"--"^'* "' 

Embark him in the barge, and' the swift siiip^' ' ' 

With England's colbiirS at the mast, shalfbfear^im "'" ""^ 

Past the swart Bass to stout did Fastcastle, " '^* '^^^ '' ''' ^ 

Where Ayliffe waits htm. If there's no delay ' '^'"'^ '^ -'^^ 

We scarce can fail. Is Bower not come yet? *^' ^ 

-^ ^Hiit LnA 

'.(JO-. fid loH 
ALEXANDER. ,. ,^ „i 

No. ..:, 

J 

He hoped to have some speech with Restalrig 
When Falkland was left^empty of its men, 
At the great hunt to-day. 



h'^T [ 



GOWRIE. 

. See you no dust 
On the South West ? Tis almost time they come. 



ALEXANDER. 



Catherine and Beatrix from early dawn 
Have sat, fond watchers on the Bartizan, 
And scanned the whole horizon for a sign 
Of horsmen's motion. 



GOWRIE. 



Hasten to them there. 
Your eyes may be more 'customed to the land, 
And catch faint indications hid from them. 

[Exit Alexander. 
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If we should miss the hunters. — if be skulk . , ,.. ^.,,.,,.1 
In Falkland Tower, Ha! what if he suspects? . .:^..i^ ^7/ 
Why then 'twould be more worthy of our aim *. ij-ji.;,.! 
To march in open day, and batter "down ' i . i • ( /'/ 

The walls that keep him from us ; letting know - . ^^^.q 
The whole wide world, that when a king plays &lse ^ j,r/; 
To his great office, he must answer for't. J^ ,u 

And find no warrant in his holy oil 
For baseness and injustice ! We are strong 
In our bold hearts and in our righteous cause. 
I will not think it ; no^ — we cannot fail. 

[Enter a servatit 

SERVANT. > .' 

So please you^ Restalrig is in the Hall. 

[Exit. 

GOWRIE. 

.«■ ■ • ' '^ ■•.-^ lift ;•:* ♦ 

Restalrig free ! Ha ! Catherine's father safe ! 
Where ? let me see him ; let me clasp my friend ! 

RESTALRIG2(ew^en«g.) 



'..}• 



Here to his heart ! 



^\ / 


"iuf-: 


^^.^^•J 


{they embrace.) 


■' ■ 


1 - • 


GOWRIE. 




■ 


What blessed chance 


is this ? 





RESTALRIG. 



A chance indeed. Fortune is ours, sweet Gowrie ; 

I come not all alone. He's with me — 

Y 
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aOWRIE. 

Who?, ,„v^ 

BJEBTAIiEIG. 

He that was King of Scotland^ Jamie Stewait^ - * ' ti^lf 



GOWRIE. 

With you ? the king ! — where, where ? 



t7 






RE8TALRI6. 

Oh, safe enough. 
He's in your mother's handling. 



GOWRIE. 

Are you mad ? 
What mean you ? Speak. 

RESTALRIG. 

The king is in your hall, 
That's sensible enough, I think; aloae, v 

Unarm 'd — our prisoner. Do you take me now, 
Or am I mad still ? 

GOWRIE. 

Here ? King James is here ? 
I would not for the wealth of all the world 
That he bad set his foot within my walls ! 
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REH^tAtRTG. 

Why, he Won't bite you, man : I left him there, {pointing) 

GOWRIE. 

Had he yet seen my mother ? 

RESTALRIG. 

No. King James 
Would sooner look a lion in the face. 
He was alone ; resting his aching limbs 
On a hard bench. We've had a wearv ride, 
Oh such a chase ! 

GOWRIE. 

Let us go to him straight. 

RESTALRIG. 

No hurry : let him rest himself awhile. 

He's ours. Ah Gowrie if your mind stands fast— 

GOWRIE. 

I would not he had come into my house^ 
No, not for a whole kingdom. 

RESTALRIG. 

Why, good friend, 
It is because he comes into your house, 
That you will get a kingdom, or the power, 
And that's the same. Oh ! what a chase we had ! 
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What broHghbyoifchi^ienl? ■.:' ■♦-. ■ ■ tmiIt !.:..> -r^ri buA 
But a shaved priest. 



Not a dappled vi>e, 



GOWRIB. 

Speak not in parable9rT-,/,,.j r^^/^ 
Jest not; great God! I would he had not come !.. kj,;,^,, [ 

RESTALRIG. 

But let us bring him ? *T\4 h! ^wH of taste. 
But now he's here, we'll keep him. 

oii.y/ m"^ r t '\ //Oil 

^ , Wherefore came- he?. , , ,, 

In search ofan old priest he could not firia, *""' *"* ' 
Seemg he owed existence to no father 

But my prolific braip and teeming tongue. ' '^ ^' ' ^ '^ 

He made the move himself to visit you. ' ' " " ' ' ^ ' 

. ■ GOWRIB.- •■ :;M .!:,;.r • > :. ■ '^ 

To visit n^,e — why should he visit me ? 

RESTALRI(>. * 

' - • • : /> 

For food and rest, for hunting blowsy friars . ; 
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Is no slight labour in a summer day. 

Oh ! 'twould ha' made you laugh' to hear him gloze 

And fawn and flatter ! ''trusting hhigadi^fnead/f^^^' ivii ^' 

His most sweet cousin^ the most learned Gowrie 

Would see how friendly, and how kind he was."— 

I told him 'tw;as your happiest hour of life 

That saw you James's host — and was it not ? 



■ \ 



GOWRifi. 



And now he'd here-^-he's in out hall, you say — 

I would he had not come. * *, 



How blows the Wind? 
Blows it down Tay? for ii^jap^l^oyr or two 
He should b^ looking o'er the Button-ness, 
Where the broad river tosses^ it's white crest 
Against the ocean, as dnWimo^s plume 
Surges against the front of hostile war. 
Old AyliflFe's neck is like a crane's, from stretchnig 
Over the waste of seas to catch a glimpse 
Of the white sail. Ha ! Gowrie ! landed once 
In Fastcastle, whatlpower and wealth are ours ! 
Power over both the crowna, and wealth might buy 
A third to match them,- — but no England, no. 
He leaves not Scottish ground, nor our own ward. 
Go to him now; explain it. I meanwhile 
Will see my Catherine's smiling lips again. 
Where is she ? ■■ ''"■■■ ■ ■' ■''•• '^-••- •^■•v» 



■ : }\y.i '•' ■ • ' 
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-. •»: , / 






GOWRIE. 1 



t. , ■ \MVW1V m>M^4» -j^ 



On the ))attlements all day 
Watching the coming of our friends. 



■ in ' 






REStALRIG. 

Sweet Kate?' 

■ ■; - I' I' 

Twill flush her seeing this old face again '^ 

After forced absence, as the evening sky ^'' ' 

Flushes, when breaking from a prison cloud, ■"'^J 

The downward sun peers suddenly again. ' ^ 

[Exit ResiaJritr, '"'- - 

GOWRIE. 

To meet him thus, — I would he had not come, 
ril see him. — Would to God he had not come. 



. A.' .1 .■ ./. . ^ . 



SCENE. 



The Bdrtizan with turrets. 



Beatrix, Catherine and Alexander. 

BEATRIX: 

See you aught stirring in the south, sweet Kate ? 
The west is moveless, as if midnight spread 
It's starless pall over the slumbering eaith. 



AL^EftANDER 

The gloomjr heigtit 



n 
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The very trees^ that when the wind is blowing 
Arrange their tresses in the Tfty's broad mirror, 
Stand motionless ; it seems as if tli^ 9ix 
Was heavy with the weight of something ^tfange.^ . 



CATHERINE* 

The south lies basking in the sun ; far off 

The Ochil ridge lifts up its azure side. 

And o'er it course the clouds like eagles shadows 

Upon its upland levels. There's no sound. 

The very water creeps with noiseless step, 

Like some Italian bravo to his prey. 

How strange it was to mark, e'er rose the sun, 

The blackness as it lay in pierceless folds 

On plain and hill J Then as the rays began^ 

Fold after fold grew thin, then disappeared ; 

And w^U known scenes put off the vapory veil 

And smiled. — 'Twas as when watching o'er the bed 

Of some loved friend, yourself sweet Beatrix — 

How all is shrouded 'neath the night of sleep ; 

Till, when the eyes are opened comes a glow 

Of freshness, happy thoughts and sweetest looks 

O'er all the face; the dreams that leave behind 

Their softening shades flit off, as mist upwreathes 

From the awakened landscape at the dawn. 

( Beatrix to Alexander.) 
What see you in the East ? 



r.r; 



Of Errol's hills and the fer^Iintfeg shcffeii ^ ' "■''' '*'^' 

Of the unruffled Firth. '' '^■^'^^^^ " '^ 
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I saw it 'mid the copse. 



BEATRIX. 

A bird 9 sweet friend, * 
A flickering bird, wearing a filmy veil 
Of sunshine on its wings. 

CATHERINE. . 

No ; not a bird ;— 
I saw it again ! Idok here. 

BEATRIX. 

^i>iW«»e? near the hill? 

. . , ..,._ A^.EXJiNDp»o?0'q briB ;^naii8 atA 
Where ? let me see 



CATHERXIOS. 



<f ,:; ■jo»:>-'ja ■ v>^^y 



See there ! it glimpsed again. 
Far off, where wavering like a golden shower. 
The sunbeams pour a deluge on the leaves 
Of the low woods that skirt the Falkland heicrhts. 

o 

There ! did you see it ! in the open space 
Left by the forest^ as it dips and bends, 

la the deep hollow near the Shepherd's ford, 
Just by the water-mill; — there 'tis again ! 



Vi ' *f' 



Jk TBAMWr.HHI ^9 



I saw it not-|yhat^ wfis if ly^ 

CATHERINE. 

; r-.T/.in Like the course 
Of horsemen* 

BEATRIX. . ^ .. . M> 

'Tis the hunting train. 



. . More closei^-*' 
It moves. No— it is mounted spears. 

Your eyes 

Are strong and pieroiit^'^^D^^du see them still? 

.-. .Ml- sol ^ trvMHAT 

CATHERINE. 

There ! nearer ! on the right. 



BEATRIX. 

Ha ! yes, I saw, 
'Tis a stout train. 



, > 



* * 



ALEXANDER. , ,,, 



'Tis Rothes' — He was to wait 

On the Orwell. Wherefore comes he farther on 7 

z 



t ■. • 
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CATHERINE. 



I see them. They are on thi^ level now. 

How fast they move ! r • * 



ALEXANDER. 



What is their badge ? 
CATHEBINB. m/;(,0 oT 

The scarf 
Is green* I think 'tis green. 



ALEXANDER. 



I 



Tharik btBaVe«ii!'they're oar's—! 
We're safe in whal we aim at^o When we join 
With <^i|r stout Perthmen^ we can hoist our pennon 
Tho^ he'd a thousand courtiers at his heels. 
I hate the lurking^ skulking stratagems 
Of secret war. Lord Bothwell seized the rein 
Of Mary on the public road j and led her 
His and love's prisoner to Dunbar. My brother 
Should be as bold. vt . 

CATHERINE. 

They've now sunk down again 
Within the wood. 



v:--v. : ■ \ .( 



■' 'ALEXANDER;" '" 

■ t •.■•.'■■• I :; 1 •. - ■ ■' ■- ;.- f^ 

t. h iT!vW,e must send out to thena ; ^ 
To bid them halt. ,- ■ ■ s\ ■ ^' 
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BEATRIX. 
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No, brother, let them come ; 
They're not a mile from us ; they*d best come on 
And rest their horses, 

■ ' . * / . ' ■■ 

ALEXANDER. 

Let us to the hall. 
To Gowrie, Are you sure the scarfs were green ? 

CATHERINE. 

Quite sure. Bright green. 

ALEXANDER. 

Let ai to Gowrie. Come*^ ' *• ^ 

.:<■ V, ;■•■:....... . v..-i v: ..'1 -n^Eiife^J^ 

T^he Hall in Ruthven Castle. James sitting on a oenck. 



fj 



JAMES. 

This will be no great godsend after all, 

By way of a forfaulture. Very auld. 

And something tattered : but the Gowrie carse 

Will stop the mouths of some of the gaping leeches 

About us. Zooks ! it was a pledsant plot 

To get into the house. Wise Restalrig ' 
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Is gowkedj^of 9fltfif>rf .Mfe'U.hBWlthe)prte4^«i»»^y^ blori oT 
They can'^jf^i^^ iftitetJBd&owejxrf thBiiaraiog-'totJ ahnBin oriW 
And Ramsay cwft[^bi}iii|[iJrt>tl»ijrwtTo£4heiB.,.jniiii ro// oono Jl 
Then to it they'll g^£(* rfll 4hfiiRirtl*veb;Uoodi b;ax,aiov/nU 
Is ready handed when a sword's in play. 
But they'll be mastered. I'lkb^Cdw myself 
In safer gua^d. ^n^ w>^,i3^ deed'^^aP (^fm^-^^uzuoo iir/4 
We'll have rare sppijt to Qount the 8pul:5ie. Hfir^jt luo^ in*! 
I thought I heard a tramp outside the door, 
A jingle like cold iron. Can the Laird 
Not find young Gowrie ? Here he comes at last. . y 

(The great door of the hall is opened ; armed mm enter and y 

arransl^ themselves on each side.) ,, ^v 

[Enter -Cduriiess Gowrie. i 

JAMES, {aiarmeaand trying to conceal hisjear.) 
Cousin^ we are your loving guefit to day, 
And give you here our royal hand to kiss. 

.n qloii lo^^tW^^ j.^vlooS -.Ji qloif ion bluoo 1 

(vjybni ob I— oviljs oi9W yd riai// 1 
This is iwtime^npr place i^^ j^„ 1,1^^,, ,H 

Know YOU thi«TVnn^ .^ bluo// o,l h.obal 



JAMES. "* 

-Kp^tirf T"ulr>' ' Tbught to know it well, 

I was your inmate for two ihbnth^'oiF'tilbre '^*' ' ' ' ';* ''"i 
Some few years sinee/ when Rtithvi^h—'' ' ' '^^ *' ' '^ \_ 

.'./. , . , ^... ^ ;/;: "^r ys.!. .-■•i;. .*',.' ^ •^■■'' ' 

•:-.'■. ..'i- j.'i.? in-'-' •.'■; ^- '• ' ■■*'^-''' - 
COUNTESS. , r V7 

,_. .. Namethatnanae :? - ..i: ?ii/ 

Once more, and all th^^s^ fl(^sl)le^s arms shall rise .. o-'^ 



To hold tll«yd^iggQf?toiycmt)h8Ba4ll^ff ! IdftW J%b^'^^^^^S -» 
Who stands befcreiyifti*'- NaaotoAat Irirtfi ^Pt^kdrt."^^ ^^^^^ 
It once was mine, e?eri3ilcr<iWTa»dtdde^fWri)ifi^^ vfl^miiH bnA 
Unwomaned ifaepUidtraid^kneiwHht -fcWs ^i^^.^^*' ' ^^ ""'^'^ 

Fair cousin,-- fWy ^if hd^odPrfa'V(i(lK'{hou|fe^t8^^^ f^ 

I'm your trtfe loving: kmStoaii : Vour'kinS ting. ' ' ' ' 

COUNT£SS. ■ '- ' 

^,,,. . ,i J . _ ■. «.;^ burl lu/. 

You are a kinsman, but no loving Qne^ , . , , . v-. , .,,v 

You are^a ^ihg, but not a kind ope. What ! 

You call you kind and loving when^yQi^r l^£Mid 

Is crimsoned virith my widowhood of blpQd^ \ ^i u: 1 1 

^^' jaM'esv/- , .A 

.28U oJ biihMl ii?/'M ^;)o u'jii uof ^^VIgb(lA 
It was the law, fair cousin ; 'twas the law ; 

I could not help it. — Zooks [^^f^ujfl^not help it. 

I wish he were alive — I do indeed — ,rr« 

He would not look^lA'^ile^WoM ia\k m^'^n*- " t 

Indeed he would. — 

COUNTERS. 

^ Ruthven! take bodily shape 

Be palpable to other Vj^jw tb^U PA^9r'< >"i mhuju i»»"/ ^t»>^ 1 
And look upon this man .^it^^^^e pai^i^yc^f - j »v ^'^'^' ^ ^\o^ 
That night and day are fixed upon my face. 
Come forward from the shadowy .^bjfss 
Wherein you shroud your bloodless lineaments, 
And ope your lips, damp from ydur crimson grave. 
And give him fitter wel^ttxe to yoiii^ h«l ' "'^ ^''•''' '^'^^"* '^'' ' ' 
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Than my poor voice can iittert to » 

Aif.fll^ ITT/:/ raJ 

r.oin on ?)J"'f? vfit o//J^^i Hf.!!- jrr// L'07 bn9;t oT 

Pray you, madan? 

Look not 80 wildly ; there is nothing there ; 

Think of roe not so harshly. Let me go ; 

Im rested now. I pray you let me go. , , m 

.' ::' 'Mfi q^oA oT 

COUNTESS. (^To the guard.) 

Keep double watch upon thd door. Your lives 

Shall answer far his goidg ! Oh I not y^t ; . i , »£ j hnuol 

Not yet we parjk after, such years of abs^nc!^. r.^v ^ J a I 

I have not thanked youlpr.li^ ^v^^kiV^y., .i jo Ui // jui A 

You gave to my entreaties for my child ! 

It was a spurn, I think, froitf Ite'.arm'd heel 

Of him you followe;d thep^ ^bier HfiPj^rf Arpw^ j^.^j j^jv^j, . [ . j 

What ! can you look upon this heavrng breast. 

Nor feel a blush upon yotnr omvfift cheek ? 

Tjaa^ir^iia.h^Sfjbuffel was planted^ .avr j.? f.+ uov t. -. // il 

JAMfiS. - .V '-::<w ■j^:j::i^ ';:/r'i lol. 

Heaven forfend ^ 

That such a deed was mine ! Arran is dead. 
Or I would hang him high as Haman's gallows. 
I always liked you, cousin, and your sons, 
Both bmrdly gallaMs. John's a femous sdidar ) ' 

I like him. EbVto excellent Lattnist ^ ^^J 

I pray you let me go^^to Restalrig, - ' *^ 

He'll think I'm long of coming, ;;'..-/ 
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Let him think. 
You go not hence. Twill ^/my life-long joy 
To tend you. You shall leave my side no more. 

Ha ! no. it cannot be. Ypy think not. ipadam, , , 

To keep me 'gainst my will. 



COUNTESS. 

Yottr mothferjeh', ' r*^^^ 

Found careful n^tm^ ki>8t<>t^old M fttta^t Sb«gta$^£ ^f'^fl^ 

In Leven. I affi iniWtfd*\^tlif?DdUgia»^iM<Wd5 '^^' *'^? ^o/[ 

And will be 'tend^tt*M*^e«r iik)^yvY ^y^^^^^^^i^ ^on oviiri 1 

bliil') vm u\\ {^jariROiido vm oj svjst; jjoY 

boil b'mifiJalLlKMoTl ,>lii)f[j 1 »inuqs b 8i5//il 
I thought not mH^ P6lftfl« Bill ^^^mfM "o^ miri W 

^ >fo9ffoQOayHlOStBac)Y noqu riguld B lasl loW 
It was not you that came,'HAtffeteiVtti'«Mlt?^rfPyiiif,mT' 
Twas Scotland's guardian angel moved you here ; 
For from these rugged wafli^^^^ar ruggeder — 
You budge not ;- — Oh ! your time were virondrous short 
In prison borids^ iH liad power as will ! 

JAMES.' .. 

: - ; -, hi i. iif'.!«',» ,U0Y .b^;lll <;7ev^li; » 

For heaven's sake 1 m^M^aiQf Ob 4 %|»^ttqgs^ltot^j xljod 
Let me not think you serioua in ywr. tfijferri aiiri oiil i 
It was a jest — Oh ! tell me 'IjWiWfvlBiififiktvl ^ii 3t)l i.^oy; ^isrq i 
You mean not to detain me. ( .r ^ :o 2i«>( n t /iff iff) H't^H 
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If I might Mi^«yaotM*Wto.my wirfrv '^ '• •"•v i««>w X»8 
Yoo should be lieea»«ir^oiB«Jt»'tlie twi. •"•«>' "" *^** "J 

. .,, .-1 ..(■ .!•■ ^ ^<- Huil «»«;?»' 

And wherefore not ? Good cousin^ tender coufv^j^^utt 4dl cA^ 
Take pity on a kinsman ; set me free. 

COUNTESS. 

The freedom I would give you^ is Btich firaeddm / tut^oH iO 
As was your mother's gift from ShrewtbmjF^ >* •*^' ^^^^ ^'^^ 
When Death stood sponsor^io/tlie cbfia(eflnigt uuy >itiifUa^i 
Of the sharp axe. Han LAopk i*l*iyoor heartH uit*«iititH ol* 
Can I forgive ypu? . lamyJj^wi^aHinalfcil li««^ yti<U • uirt 
You slew my husband^jiaiiBljrltm^lllyAltiir^u^ tt'M'"^ ^^ 
Can I, his wife— his widow^todL loi ^fint/ t^un i^ ^f^ ^* '^ 
With oUMtf ^yes tban 4heaer? ^ Voa iwwUie liils' ^'^'^ ^^^ 
Till one of us is dead. You hear me^»rtl«*iiiU»^ "^ «*'*'^' 
I think a smile is sitting on your lips, 
A stem hard smile, as is the vulture's glance, 
When its upUfted nostril snuffs from far 
ine carrion — 



JAME8. ' 

Heaven have mercy on tny soul ! ' 
The woman's mad. Oh ! if you e*er knew pity, ' ' *'\ 

I pray you, cousin, pity me. God knows, ' ' * a 

I would give all I have to please you. What ' "" ^' 
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Do you require of me ? As f am a king, 
A man, a gentlwuiQi^ril not deceive you. 
Say what you'd have me 4o,r^I?iI doaVstraigbt. 
ril take no council, save 'from you landJohn-^ 
ni give him what high office he desires. 
Chancellor — treasurer — what^'er he hkes — 
But let me go. I pray you tell your men 
Toletme^d: 

COUNTESS. 

Utter no promise here. 
Or Perjury wtH shake the solid ground^ 
And gulf us in some horrible abyss, 
l^fthinkyou of Ibe promises you swore 
To Ruthven— ^how you broke them— how he died. 
No— 4hey shall never let yoa go. Your throne 
Is empty, and your kingly title done — 
Save as a vantage word lor better men 
To work wi^. Heaven and earth are tired and worn 
With all your baseness. 

JAMES. 

But, my life is safe ; 
Cousin, sweet cousin^ you'll not take my life ? 

COUNf%SS. 

We take your honour — take your kingly nMs^^ 
Your power, your station-*-and you ask yoiu? Itfet— ' 
Take it — we would not touch so mean a thing 
As asking makes it. Live dishonoured years. 
While men sit basking in this realm, released 

Aa 
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From the thick cloud that darkened it so long. 

Let no one entWr, ...(^uft^^.tbjB Pjft^fflj jp*^,oa <; jniov luo / 
And keep this man a prisoner, on your lives. [Exit. 

JAMES. " vn^uaorn^V! 

Oh! I'm deceived: Tm trapt— my life iir gottfe'^^ '^ ^^^^ 
There is no pity in the Ruthven blood. 
Betray'd, betrayed ! Restalrig play'd me false, 
llie gates are guarded^ Ramsay is shut out. 
If they would spare my life ! To live, to live, '^ - ^ ' ^ 
Only to live f they might take all I have-^ • 3^- ^T 

I cannot die. Oh, can I not escape T'''' '^ ' iO'la sW 
They'll shut me in thrirdufl|eoi&. Wbiftd<^GW'J ^o^ 
I had not slain Ae Rttthvett } * EetiflcJgdJ ^Js Jnowpola lO 
I'll give you e«o#n ilQd tbroM /• let^k#14(it gwf>^*l ^^^'^^ 
But there's no hope. ' Atafe {^^dai^f ^^^^^ ^^^ ni ii^aqs baA 

{Covers his face with his hands.} 

Entsr Gowrie. 



„^i ■-- . ,f- - 



• / 






What moved you that you came into this house i^ 



JAMES.' •■■-'^■''^ ^^•' "-^■-' -^-^ 



Oh ! speak not so severely,:^ spare me, cousin, 
I will do aj^ y^ti^ fBk. . 



» r_. 



GOWRIE. 



I ask you noUiing. 



** s 



I think r«e^ &'ild{teniiig in your eye. 

Your voice is not *> mfhiess as yttlirmother^s^ 

GOWRIE. 

Name not my mother's naiiie»>if you are wise. 
What brought you hither ? . * 



.;» : 



\ f' I 



J ABIES. ,, { 

'Twas with Restalrig.; 
I came, with Restalrig, to see you, cpiusinjr^; ^, . i 
To be more neighbours^ W^'c^q both scholar#,teottsiii>;i 
We should be friends. ^ J oeyec read a letter, ' . .■ ; 
Not Ci6^'i^tofJ?Uuy's,i^lfflioiwi8«>' ^ . .J i . 
Or eloquent, as t^E^igt^Aote itQU^aeiH mi& . i : ton ijb-^ i* 
From Padu^ iJ8r^;llteml<^ tWMtlviuah oftenciy y ^^h, t : 
And speak in the auldl^HPJWtii, tongue* .^* ^^ '»rivir 

GOWRIE, 

.1:^ v. V What thoughts 

Rise in that slavish, cruel heart of yours. 
Worthy to rql^ then^selves in the great words 
Of a b'rave Adman t Where, in all their langiij^ge 
Find you two words that speak so base a mixture 
As King and Falsehood ? ,,/ 

^ ^ ^ JAMES. ^ ■ 

•'Falsitas/^and^Kex;^ 
Quite common words ; the adjective is '' falsus," 
Thus,"falsus rex," false or deceitful king, 
It's a far commoner phrase than ^ Bonus vir." 



■i>. 
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. jOOWRlE* (walking hurriedly.) 

It makes me pause, ere I cail give my fkith 
To truths in JK^y IfMrit^'ttl at; there's a power 
That guides dor humaitt^st^;^' ; but rather 
That we're the puppefi of blltiQ'chance, to see 
The government and rule of countless men, 
Committed to such hands as this mere thing's ! 

JAMES. 

' As I'm some years your senior, gentle cousin, 
Ajid had advantage of a schoolmaster. 
Such as has seldom shewed he loved the child 
By such extravagance in brrken rods, 
Imightbehelprffl to your 'Latih style— 
And if ye'U stay with me at Falkland — 



^.^ -:V!. 



^Aol 



\ .'f 



Hush! 
Your1W(f^4Jitf rikjve'nie from my fixed resolve. 

•"• JAMES. 

I pray it may — I pray that it- may move you — 
I'm in your power, I'm helpless, powerless, friendless. 
Your mother threatens vengeance for her wrongs, 
And I take Heaven to witness — 



' «/? 



GOWRIE. 



.■^ 



Swear it not ! 
Or the great arrow shot against high heaven 



Will fall with its sharp point upon your head. 

[Paces the stage.'] 
If I had met him in the open field, 
Ring'd round. by his whole courts I hud not paused. 
But thus — ^in my own hall. Why went you not 
To hunt the deer on th' ocbil bills to-<lay ? 



JAMES. 

I went^ sweet cousin, — and I killed a buck 
Antlered, as if the forest of Braemar 
Had lent him two young oaks to be bis horns. 
You never saw ^ fatter. Zookers cousin^ 
His legs were like an ox'si», He would weigh 
Against two swine. Ljvish .ypi| ,h^d been there. 

— biu. ; i i ■ . [ 

GOWa^E. 

This man will make me hesitate again ! 

[Goesupt0the,kfff^. 
Base king, why came you into Gowrie's hall ? 
Why did you leave your arm'd companions 
* And trust you in my house ? 



3AMKS. 

. I meant it well. 
I thought you'd like it I meant nothing ill, 
So help me ! Restalrig will tell you, cousin, 
I meant no harm. But pray you let me go. 
My train will soon be here? - 



i- 
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OOWRIE. , ^ 

j rim )- :;^Whofori»,jPWhtF»iB<?Y avfid I 
Will they t^rapwivSt^^^^gryl.pJftjl^^ ynr aagnsV 

Are they all firp^?;: vj,, /n, i ^^v? rto?. a^Y'^inDoo ^M 

' MBiES. =?on jG flifig bnA 

Oh ! not a soul ofthfeiiif ^^""^ ^«°' ' 
They're in their hunting gear, and riot a dozen,'*'^^^ ° 
Not half a dozen in all. Theyll miss me soop^"'^ ^'^^ ''°'^ 
And raise the colrtitry, — pray you let me go. ' 

I'll never say a word of what has passed. 
PU love you like a true anM^Idvmg kinsman ; 
As I'm a kiijlg^'l givdnQrrpyal woiidi^'/" ,i':.-rx marfi ob !dO 

GOWRIE. 

King James's word is jppt the royal word ^ 

That subjects trust to. If I pause.me npw. , ,rr 

^. •' _ aoi'iu . ■- : oFof 9d TIiwj ,Aoob noanq 9nT 

Tis not to make conoUions. , j ^ tm 

.oTi-: r .. /.^f ^ oauorf luo lo Y^iond odi 

joai 89ii;qa ori W 
JAMES. 

Kame tfaem^ cousin, 
Yo^,^iljhwrtl|««dil. We'll set asideifthe blood 
Of our own son^ wi^^UiiOame yeu ourti^liejl^;!'/' -' «?'>? -l^. 

But let me gOiiv.^^ :■ ^'-^ ' ■ '•' "^ - ^-^--^ ; .-■:./ ■^-':.- ):^>"JijO 

GOWklE. 

^iSsife^^^i^^^ iCiiig of^ots r\ -' ''^;' ^ 

If there is left one tiftich of kriighily truth, ' (^^^ 
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One thought of honour, and the priceless debt 

That the great sound of your ancestral name 

Lays on your soul ; 'tis now that you may shew them. 

I have ybii'fti^i#fliaM^V^^ord of mine 

Venges my fi«¥r*s btoi^d; to^^ftKk**i«s^Mft^;^ t^'f • *'^^ 

My country's sufferings. I may say tfie'^W/^^ z^^^ ^^^ 

I may incarnadine my filial sword. 

And gain a nation's blessing .oir the blow; 

I may enwrap, you in a oayern's gloom, 

To be exchanged, after long years of night, , ., ,^, ^^ ,..>hT 

For the scarce deeper or more oortain darkn^ ^ t, .y ,.^yt 

Of death, — all these are in my power to do. : ^ 

Oh! do them not, sweeib<cousi|(|'ic^!lhcn^ to^hii £ m IsA 
ni be your slave, your bondsman ! 

GOWRIE. 

The pnson doofs, twiu be to loose again ^ ._ 

The enemy of our house ; the vengeful ioe 
Who spares not. 

rU love you bf^teiDlitiNLmjr8Ql& r £^ aoh ^jwo wo iO 
Dearer than life ; trust me this once, this ondec^ sm ^^1 ^ij3 

COWRIE. 

I trust yQu not. But higher duties, clai^ me ^ 

I may not do a deed, th« tile 5^>i^^ ^,^, ^, ^^^^ ^^ 
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Would shudder at, in his wind-shaken tent 
You are my guest; unwisbed^ bat still my guest. 

• {To the Guards.) 
Withdraw your watfjb^ ,, lieave the door free to all, ' '» 

{^ExeuiU giu^rdf' 

JAMES. 

Oh ! cousin^ you have saved me ! see my tears, 

Take my true thanks. I am your debtor ever. 

Let me not see your mother. Please you, admit ( 

But two or three of the train ; they must be here. 



COWRIE. 

You are my guest. Fve said you are my guest. 

If I am wrong, I cannot fight with heaven. 

And heaven is on his side, and arms his head 

As with a pierceless helm, with the great name 

Of guest ! I go to call your followers. [Eacii, 

m 

JAMES. 

If Ramsay's come, and the stout sixty men, 

I never could be happy in my bed 

Till I have punished them. I hate them all. 

What right has he to set his sovereign free ? 

Zooks ! does he think us foofish as himself 

To let occasion by for silly qualms ? 

I'll have their blood ; gadzooks ! Ill have their blood. 

And forfeit them for traitors. 

'EmXtr Alexander, (ununUingfy.) 
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ALEXANDER. 

Here's my sword. 
My brother bids me give into your hands 
My sword. 



JAMES. 



Sweet youth, know you if at the gate 
Our train attends ? 



ALEXANDER. 

The gates are opened wide^ 
Your train is there. 



JAMES. 



Is't ? Are they gathered all ! 
Ramsay, the Duke, and Huntley? 

ALEXANDER; 

All are there. 

JAMES. 

Sweet youth^ I pray you come and kiss our hand. 

ALEXANDER. 

1 will not kiss your hand. You hold my sword, 
M y heart you hold not. 

Bb 
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« ' I 



JAMES. 

Come, my gentle youth, 
Trust me — 

[Enter hurriedly Ramsay and the train. James seizes 
Alexander and appears to struggle with him. 

Ha ! seize him ! Ramsay ! stab him lower ! 
Lower, stab lower, there's an iron shirt 
Over his breast ! stab lower ! save me ! save me ! 



ALEXANDER. ^ ,,.j^ 

I would I had a sword — I'd — but^ — ' '^ 

{Struggles forward as if to strike the l^ing^ Rainsd^ 
stabs him. Dies. 



His's dead. 
I think the tmitoii/S dead* .».: w,;.: ...... 

JAMES. 

If we were not 
Valiant as fits a king, 'twould have gone hard 
In such encounter. But we bear a heart 
Unused to terror. Zooks ! how fierce he looked. 
Thanks Ramsay. But there's something more to do» 
Stay round us lords ; Ramsay, 'tis not half done. 
I'll to the garden, lords ; let no one near me. 
Ramsay, the Countess, lives in the western wing; 
Cowrie is on the lawn. Keep close to me ; 
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Raise Perth to guard our life ; now Ramsay, go. 
Here, I am wounded — help me — that will do. 

[Exit James, supported by lords. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE. 



The Lawn, Restalrig, Catherine. 



RESTALRIG. 

Stand there ; and let me look on you, my Kate ; 
No, no, not there ; come near me; nearer, thus — 
I never loved you, Kate, in all my life 
With such a love as now. 

CAT9BRINR. 

To see you again, 
To lean my head upon your shoulder, makes me < 
Happy, most happy ! 

RESTALRIG. 

'Tis not that, ray girl ; 
Tis that your brow, fair as it ever is. 
Is wrapt in a rich halo, holier 
Than painters' fancy, round the brows of saints, 
Shed from success, from triumph, Catherine ! 
You wear a queenly forehead. In your eye 
Dwells the dread thing, called Power ; your rosy lips 
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Have grown more noble ; round your lordly be^d 

Shines aweful State, serene Authority, 

And Beauty such as sov'ran Juno wore 

When Jove's quick lightenings gleamed amid her hair. 

And I, your father, your fond father, Kate, 

I did it all! 

CATHERINE. 

Oh ! what is it you Ve done ? 
Tell me $ but though you tell me not, I draw 
Joy from your joy ; I never knew a joy 
That did not come from you. 

RESTALRI6. 

But this is joy 
Twice joyful. Girl ! when you have been asleep 
In your small cradle, gathering with sweet lips 
Celestial balm from bright and innocent dreams, 
I've looked on your fair brow, e*en then 'twas fair. 
Till I have fancied that the perfumed air 
Did shape itself into a kingly crown. 
Kate, dearest, there are queens would change their crowns 
For half the power that this white hand can wield. 

CATHERINE. 

I know not what you mean. 

KESTALRIG. 

Oh ! never know it. 
Be what I mean, and never ask me why. 
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Think when, jpi're.^ppy, Pye but paid a debt 

Of happiness, that since your infapt lips 

First lispM my name, has grown and multiplied, 

Doubling itself year by year, you usurer, 

Till I were bankrupt if you claim'd it all. 

Come kiss me, Catherine. We shall live together 

We shall go back again to Restalrig — 

I'll build again the room that h^ your cradle, 

That felt your tiny feet upon its floor. 

We shall play round the great elm-tree that throws 

Its summer branches over half the lawn. 

As we did long ago. 

(Enter Gowrie.) 

Apd here comes one 
Shall sit with us, and talk the weary sun 
Down to his rest beyond the Hills of firaid ; 
While the dusk roofs of princely Holyrood 
Grow red beneath, bis £ery farewell kiss. 
Come, Gowrie, tell thjis^ fluttering little heart 
To fear no longer, to repose in peace. 
In love— 



GOWRIE. 

In love this little heart may rest. 

R£STALRIG. 

Aye, and in peace. There be bright spots in air 
So high, the clouds that dim the face pf earth, 
Ne'er reach them. 
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CATHERINE. 

Gowrie; do you grudge one smile 
To your own Kate ? 



in. .' 



•1 



60WRIE. . . ,.: -, »\ /r 



To Kate ? to my own Kate ? 
No» dearest^ if I smile on anything 
Tis on a face like yours. 

RESTALRIO. 

Why, what a man ! 
Is't thus you wear the laurel, and march up 
The old Imperial street to "psiy ybti^ vows 
Amid triumphal i^onts, aiid'cfaaplot^cr^wn'd 
For your higibiviotory^ .^.i' ;< i : .. ; 



GOWRIE. 



There's a victory, friend. 
Greater than over prostrate enemies — 
Fve won it. 



RESTALRIG. 



Then be joyful. I'd not wear 
A brow so sad if James were on his throne 
In Holyrood. 



I c 
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OOWRIE« 

James m upon his throne* , . , . .. . . vi 



RESTALRIG. 

Tied in it with stout ropes ; well, let him be 
Upon his throne. 'Tis nothing but ja chair, 
And not much softer than a wooden bench. 






GOWRIE. 

James is as free a king as breathes the air, 
He was my guest. 

• : :AttdyOi;Lhavi8iletfaimgDi?;(^rin' i?J biniA 
You've loosed him on us I Gowrie, are ytmini^i! 7uo/ ?ol 



GOWRIE. 

Not mad, but faithful. 



RESTALRIG. 

You have ruined all. , . . « 



GOWRIE. 

We have our honour left. 

RESTALRIG*. ::...„-. L .• :.'-•■.< ^v-^f^a /. 
I tell you, Lord, vocnyioH al 

You play'd with other's honours than your own. 
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Look ! you have sold this little girl that loved you^ 
To shame^ to death. But it is not too late^ 
What have you done ? Where have you left the king T 
ril right it yet 



GOWRIE. 



King James is in my hall. 
Girt with his friends. 



RE8TALRIG. 



ni find my way to them ; 
They've heard my shout ere now, when squadrons charged 
On the shook field. What ho ! friend Bower ! friend Bower ! 
A sword ! a sword ! ^Exit Restalrig. 



noWRlE. 



Kate^ will you pardon me, 
That I have yielded to a heav'n-sent sign, 
And left a guest untrammel'd as he came? 
Kate, my own Kate ! I love you far too well, 
To make a shipwreck of my honour. 



RESTALRIG — [re-entering with a sword drawn.) 

James is in your hall, you say — what friends about him ? 
Arm'd and aware of all ? — ^but spite of them 
It may be righted yet. Come with me, Gowrie ! 
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GOWRIE. 

My sword shall guard him, if all others foil. 

RESTALRIO. 

Madman^ you do not love my Catherine ! 

YouVe placed a dagger in her heart. Perth ! Perth ! 

Rescue ! a Gowrie. Rescue ! — { Eixit) 

GOWRIE. 

Sweetest Kate, 
lliere is a sunnier, fairer land than this. 
Where life would be a long, long summer day. 
Filled with fresh buds and flowers, for you and me 
To rove in, Tmk'd in rapture, side by* side 
We are not tied to this tempestuous earth. 
Can we not fly from it ? 

CATHERINE. 

Oh ! let us fly- 
Let us leave Scotland. Ha ! my father, Gowrie, 

I cannot leave my father — 

» 

GOWRIE. 

He will come 
And live beside us. Dearest, let us go : 
There is a bark on Tay shall bear us straight 
With favouring gales to the soft breathing shore 
Of thick-leaved lands — 

c c 
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CATHERINE. 

And will my Father come i 

GOWRIB. 

Ah ! Catherine, ours shall be a happier fate 

In lowly bliss and sure contentedness 

Than 'mid this apgry strife. My arm shall fold you 

Ever as now, in perfect— 

{Snier Ramsay behind, who stabs him under the arm. 

Ha ! sweet Heart, 
I feel a fihn pass over my weai^ eyes. 
Let me lay down my tired head to repose. 
And dream, and dream, aad^fOMii- * A 

(Gradually sinks doum^^dies-^^ 
(RESTALRia entering sword in hand. 

A coward btowl ^ ^^ncv) 
And thus I pay you, thus, and thus, and thus. [hack 

{Drives Ramsay off, following behind the scenes, and comes 
Up Gowriel 'tis not yet too late. In Perth 
Are trusty friends — '^'■' [kifhi 

{Sees Gowrie on the ground ^ and Catherine kneeling beside 

What!- 

CATHERINE. 

Let me kneel beside him. 
He is my husband, Sir, and has fall'n asleep— 
Speak low : youll wake him else. 

RESTALKIO. 

Kate, do you know me ? 
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CATHttRIKfi. 

Are you the priest that flhould-prottAAace the blessing 
Over two loving hearts ? See ! Tm prepared. 
Wake Oowrie ! the good priest is come ; awake^ 
Sweet life ! 

KESTALRIG. 

Kate, this is madness. 

[Enter Bower 

BOWER. 

Fly, 

All's lost. Young Ruthven's slain. Fly, Restalrig ! 

RESTALRIO. 

Come, sweetest ELate ! 

BOWER. 

The bark is hoisting sail, 
We are in time yet. 

RESTALRIQ. 

Come, support her, Bower. 

CATHERINE. 

I will not leave my Gowrie. Let me kiss 
His pale white lip. Why is his lip so pale ? 
His hair is on his brow ; see there, — see there ! 
I told you he was lordlier than a king. 
This kiss, sweet Gowrie, —it is Catherine's kiss — 
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v/oid Ti/il aiiii no 8-:m one oo/;l7 iud am iaJ 

t&^fle¥*iVk*^^MpB6*rif»^ai'l^«k^ ton Hi// uoT 

Unhand me, gentlem^h'/ ll^ls'^adtliber^f, b^, '^'^I ** ^' ^"^ 
Is my own lord, iky GfoWWe * 'He's thy own. ' '^^ '^'^^ '<^'»q ' 
rU whisper in his kr but "tWo or three words.^^'^o^ ?i'oi3dT 
Hpsh ! he will hear me iiF you makfe ndttoSse. ' '^'f' '^^ fj"A 
(^bwriei sweet husband, do you feel my breath "^^^^^^ 
On your cold cheek ! room there for Gowrie's bride ! 
I would lie down beside hitii ; make no tabise.— '' "'• :^^^ ^^^ 
Dra^ down that blind, the Suii 16 ifa my '^yes^^ ' '-' -""^^'^^ ' 
Now, tell that tale 1 loved so, well to hear. 
Tell it, sweet Gowrie. But the^ daylight's gone. 
Night's closing fast.— 1 pray^you bear a message 
To my kind father,-he has loved me e^^P;^'^''^^'' "^^^' ^^^ 
But Gowrie is my husl[^u^5^,j^J[ljj^y father — 

Ihnter Maxwell, Hunthj and lords. 

e;^.' -vis fii c'gi.loi bnuoYfejjff aii /jsot ( 

Arrest the tv^^'^z^W^^r^'^^t^ ^^!!'^ '""^^ 
Surrender in the name of James the Itihsr T 

.";-i ■ ... ■^■- -. ..r n. -,. >..- ..^ 

1 look but on this spot^of sweetest eartn,' " 
And make no struggle more. A minute since 
I might have held you parley for a while 
In other sort- Kate, have you left your father ? 
Desolate — oh, his heart is desolate I pray you— 



Let me but place one kiss on this fair brow; 
If you have daughters good ^atid kind as she, 
You will not grudge^^a fatherK8LM^t,|^.,j <,j(jJKii^ 
Now then, I'm yours. I did not think to leave you 
In guise like this ; you were ,i9^}}}i^^^y all ! 
But it is past. Do withnie as you will, 
I pray you, Bower, lend me your arm to aid, , 

There's something at my heart that will have way, ,, , 

And shakes my limbs, I follow, gentlemen. . , . 

(Goes a few paces, rushes back^ and throws himself on the^ 

ground beside Catherine.) ^ 
But no, no, no ! break heart, I cannot leave you !: 
I leave you not, sweet Catherine ! . 



i ■■ ■ I: ,!.! .iyi 



/. 



HUNTLY. 

: Close on him ! , ' 

Let him escape not. , . ' ^ 



. ..r\ 



. My lord it is too late. 
I fear he has found refuge in the grave. 

Move gently then. , This is a mournful sight ; 
Yet is better that so proud a heart , 

As beat in Restalrig should sink in death. 
Than live to feel how bitter is the wrath 
Of unforgiving cowards, armM with power: 

Curtain falls. ^ "'^ ^'' -' ^'= ^ -^ 

t '. ;i . ■»f»^l"p"(.| 
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